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© ADVERTISEMENT. 


S the two tranſlations which have been 

publiſhed of Kotzebue's ** Spas 
NIARDS IN PERU” have, I underſtand, 
been very generally read, the Public are in 
poſſeſſion of all the materials neceſſary to 
form a judgment on the merits and de- 
fects of the Play performed at Drury Lane 
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| DEDICATION. 


P 
- 


O Hes, whoſe approbation of this 
Drama, and whoſe peculiar delight in 
the applauſe it has received from the Pub- 
lic, have been to me the higheſt gratifica- 

tion its ſucceſs has produced dedicate 

this , 2 
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PROLOGUE. 


' WRITTEN BY RICHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN, ESQ. 
| SPOKEN BY MR. KING. 


: 6 by rude — while yet reluctant May 


Withholds the beauties of the vernal day ; 


As ſome fond maid, whom matron frowns reprove, 


Suſpends the ſmile her heart devotes to love; - 
The ſeaſon's pleaſures too delay their hour, 
And winter revels with protracted power: 


Then blame not, Critics, if, thus late, we bring 
A Winter Drama—but feproach—the THe, 


W hat prudent Cit dares yet the ſeaſon truſt, 


Baſk in his whiſky, and enjoy the duſt ? 


Hors'd in Che:iptide, ſcarce yet the gayer ſpark 
Achieves the Sunday triumph' of the Park; 
Scarce yet you ſee him, dreading to be Jate, 


Scour the New Road, and daſh thro* Groſvenor-gate ;— 


Anxious—yet timorous too !—his ſteed to ſhow, 
The hack Bucephalus of Rotten-row. 


| Careleſs he ſeems, yet, vigilantly ſly, 


W oos the ſtray glance of Ladies paſling by, 
While his off heel, inſidiouſly aſide, 

Pravokes the caper which he ſeems to chit, 
Scarce rural Kenſington due honour gains; 
The vulgar verdure of her walk remains! 


Where white-rob'd miſſes amble two by two, 


Nodding to booted beaux“ How'do, how'do?® 
With gen'rous queſtions that no anfover wait, 
% How vaſtly full! A*n't you come vaſtly late! 


« I'n't it quite charming? When do you leave town? 


„% A'n't you quite tir'd? Pray can we ſet you down?“ 


Theſe ſuburb pleaſures of a London May, 


- Imperfe& yet, we hail the cold delay ; a 


Should our Play pleaſe and you're indulgent ever 
Be your decree" 'Tis better late than never.” 
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 Dramatis Perfonae. 


. Kind of Dads: * Mer PowELL, 


RoLLa Mr. KEMBLE. 
Aron av, þ Conmandersyf tis Arny, 77 C. e 


Coka, Alonzo's Wife, - - Mrs. JoRDBAN. 


Pizarro, Leader of the Shaniards, Mr. BARRYMORE. 
ELVIRA, ee, = . Ms. Stops. 


ALMAGRO, = - AMA.CAUuLFIELD. 
GonzZaALo, N. Mr. WENTWORTH. - 
DAvILL A, Pizarro's Ahaus, Mr. TRURMAN. 
Gomez, j (M.. SURMONT. 
VatverDE, Pizarro's Secretary, Mr. R. PALMER. 


Las-Casas, a Shan/h Fair, Mr. Alckix. 


An old blind Man, - Mr. Cory. 

_ ORoZzEMBo, an old 3 Mr. Dow rox. | 
AB = = + - - - JMaſier CHATTERLEY. 
4 Clatinel, + me... Ar. HotbineD; 
Attendant, 5 - Ar, Mappocks. 
Peruvian Officer, — - 85 Mr. Axcuts. 
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Th Vocal Parts ; by 


22 . eee Drone, pa Sc. — 


Mrs. Couch, Miſs DER Cane, _ ee iT EE 
Lean, Miſe 1 lender SY 
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PIZARRO. 


KET. + 


' SCENE E » 


A magnificent Pavilion near PizARRo's Tent—a 
View of the Spaniſh Camp in the back Ground. 
 ELviRa is diſcovered ſleeping under a canopy on 
one fide of the Pavilion—V AtVERDE enters, 
$0268 on ELVIRA, Rneels, and attempts to kiſs 
er hand; ELVIRA, awakened, 8 and looks dt 
Vim with indignation: | 


Bb. A UDACIOUS! Whence is he's rivi- 
| lege ro interrupt the few W of 
repoſe my haraſſed mind can ſnatch amid the 
tumults of this noiſy camp? Shall I inform your 
maſter of this . treachery ? ſhall I 
diſcloſe thee to Pizarro? „ 
Val. I am his ſervant, it is true truſted by | 
him—and I know him well; and therefore tis 
I aſk, by what magic could Pizarro gain your 
: heact, by what . ſtill holds he your af- 
| feQion ? 8 
„ 0 Ele. 


WL 1] PIZARRO: 


| Elv. Hold! thou. truſty SECRETARY |! 5 

_ © Pal. Tgnobly born! in mind and manners 
rude, ferocious, and unpoliſhed, though cool 

and crafty if occaſion need—in youth audacious 

ill his firſt manhood—a licenſed pirate treat- 


ing men as brutes, the world as booty; yet now 


the Spaniſh hero is he ſty led the firſt of Spaziſh 


conquerors ! and for a warrior ſo accompliſhed, 
*tis fir Elvira ſhould leave her noble family, her 
fame, her home, to ſhare the dangers, humours, 
and the crimes of ſuch a lover as Pizarro! | 
Ev. What! Valverde moralizing ! But grant 

J am in error, what is my incentive ? Paſſion, in- 
fatuation, call it as you will ; but what attaches 


Zbee to this deſpifed, unworthy leader ?—Bale - 


lucre is thy object, mean fraud thy means. 
Could you gain me, you only hope to win a 
higher intereſt in Pizarro—I know yu. 

Fal. On my ſoul, you wrong me; what elſe 
my faults, I have none towards you: but in- 
dulge the {corn and levity of your nature; do it 
while yet the time permits; the Soon hour, I 
| fear, too ſoon approaches. 

Elv. Valverde, a prophet too! 


Fal. Hear me, Elvira Shame from his late 


defeat, and burning wiſhes for revenge, again 


have brought Pizarro to Peru; but truſt me, he 
ver- rates his ſtrength, nor meaſures well the 
foe. Encamped in a ſtrange country, where 


terror cannot force, nor corruption buy a ſingle 


friend, what have we to hope? The army mur- 
muring at increaſing hardſhips, while Pizarro 


diecorates with gaudy ſpoil the gay pavilion of 
bis luxury! each day diminiſhes our force. 


fall 


Elo. But are you | not the heirs of thoſe that 


Fal. 


/ 


- 


A TRAGIC PLAY. : 


;* 


zoſe ? Is this Elvira's heroiſm ? 
Elv. No, ſo fave me Heaven J abhor the 


motive, means, and end of your purſuits; but 


I will truſt none of you :—in your whole army 


there is not one of you that has a heart, or ſpeaks 
Ingenuouſly—aged Las- Caſas, and he alone, ex- 


cepted. 
Pal. He! an enthuſiaſt | in the oppoſite 0d 


worſe extreme 


Elb. Oh! had I earlier Las that virtuous | 


man, how different might my lot have been ! 
Val. L will grant, Pizarro could not then ſo 
eaſily have duped you; forgive me, but at that 


event I ſtill muſt wonder. 


Al. Hear me, Valverde. When firſt my 
virgin fancy waked to love, Pizarro was my 
country's idol. Self-taught, ſelf-raiſed, and ſelf- 


ſupported, he became a hero; and I was formed 


to be won by glory and renown. Tis known 


that when he left Panama in a flight veſſel, his 


force was not an hundred men. Arrived in che 


1ſland of Gallo, with his ſword he drew a line 
_ upon the ſands, and ſaid, “ Paſs thofe who fear 
to die or conquer with cheir leader.” Thirteen 
alone remained, and at the head of theſe the 
warrior ſtood his ground. Even at the moment 

when my ears firſt caught this tale, my heart 


exclaimed, © Pizarro is its lord!“ What ſince I 


| hare perceived, or thought, or felt! you muſt 
have more worth to win the knowledge of. 


Val. ] preſs no further; ſtill aſſured that while 


Alonzo de Molina, our General s former friend : 


and pupil, leads the enemy, Pizarro never more 

will be a conqueror. (Trumpets without.) 

Ev. Silence! I hear him coming; look not 
„ „ 5 


Val. Arg gain and plunder then our enn . pur- 


<a 


PNG Ne; en * 
rennen dee 


| | . plz AERO 
perplexed. —How myſtery and fraud cud 


the countenance ! Quick, put on an honeſt face, N 


it thou canſt. 


Pizarro. ( Speaking without, ) Chain ad ſe cure 
him ; I will examine him myſelf. „ 


PIZaR RO enters. 


(Valverde bows —Elvira laughs.) 


Pix. Why doſt thou ſmile, Elvira ? 

Elv. To laugh or weep without a reaſon, is 
one of the few privileges we women have. 

Piz. Elvira, 1 will know the cauſe, Jam re- 
ſolved | 

Ev. I am glad of bat becauſe I love reſo- 
lation, and am reſolved not to tell you. Now 
my reſolution, I take it, is the beiter of the two, 


becauſe it Fend apon yy 4: and Joes does 


not. 

Pix. Pha ! trier! 

Val. Elvira was ati at my apprebenſions 
that 

| Pis. Apprehenfions ! 

Val. Yes — that Alonzo's Kill and genius 
ſhould fo have diſciplined and e the 


Enemy, as to 


Piz. 422 the traitor ! How 15 once lov 1 


that man ! His noble mother entruſted him, a 
boy, to my protection. At my table did he 


feaſt—in my tent did he repoſe. I had marked 

his early genius, and the valorous ſpirit that 

grew with it. Often I had talked to him of our 

firſt adventures—what ſtorms we ſtruggled with 

what perils we ſurmounted. When landed 

with a ſlender hott On an unknown land 
| then, 


A TRAGI c PLAY. 


then, when I told how famine and fatigue, dit. 


cord and toil, day by day, did thin our ranks; 
amid cloſe- preſſing enemies, how ſtill undaunted 
| I endured and. dared—maintained my purpoſe 


and my power in deſpite of growling mutiny or 


bold revolt, till with my faithful few remaining! 


became at laſt victorious When, I fav, of theſe 


things 1 ſpoke, the youth, Alonzo, with tears of 


wonder and delight, would throw him on my 
neck, and ſwear, his fouls ambition owned no 


other leader. 


gun? 
Oo 
Pix. Las-Caſas—he it was, with faſcinating 


"craft and. canting precepts of humanity, raiſed 
in Alonzo's mind a new enthuſiaſm, which forced 


him, as the ſtripling rermed it, to forego his 


country's claims for thoſe of human nature. 


Pal. Yes, the traitor left you, joined the Pe- 


ruvians, and became thy enemy and Spain's. 
Piz. But firſt with wearileſs remonſtrance he 


Pal. What could ſubdue arrachment ſo be © 


— 


ſued to win me from my purpoſe, and untwine 


the ſword from my determined graſp. Much he 
ſpoke of right, of juſtice and humanity, calling 
the Peruvians our innocent and an 
brethren. 


al. They dons heathens bey e our 


brethren |! [ 


Piz. Bur when he found chai the A folly of 


the pleading tears he dropt upon my boſom "fel 
on marble, he flew and joined the foe: then, 
_ profiting by the leſſons he had gain'd in wrong'd 
Pizarro/s ſchool, the youth ſo diſciplined and led 
his new allies, that ſoon he forced me—Ha! 1 
burn with ſhame and ry while I own 21 in 
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PI ZARRO: 


3 retreat and foul diſcomfiture to > quit the 


More. 
Val, But the hour of revenge is come. 
Pig. It is; I am returned my force is tr ength- 


ened, and the audacious Boy ſhall ſoon know chat 


Pizarro lives, and has—a grateful recollection of 

the thanks he owes him. 

Fal. Tis doubted whether ill Alonzo "Sn 

Pig. Tis certain that he does; one of his ar- 

mour- -bearers is juſt made priſoner : twelve thou- 
and is their force; as he reports, led by Alonzo 


and Peruvian Rolla, This day they make a fo- 
lemn ſacrifice on their ungodly altars. We muſt 


profic by their ſecurity, and attack them unpre- 
pared—the tacrificers hall become the victims. 

Elo. (Aſide.) Wretched innocents } And their 
own blood ſhall bedew their altars ! 5 
i. 8 1 Trumpets e . Elvira, re- 


ne: : 


Elv. Why hould I retire? ” 

Pig. Becauſe men are to meet here, and on 
manly bufinels. 

Elv. O, men! men! camel and 
yerfe! O, woman! till affectionate oh 


: wrong d! The Beings to whoſe eyes you turn 
for animation, hope, and rapture, through the 
g days of mirih and revelty; and on whoſe boſoms 


in the hour of ſore calamity you ſeek for reſt and 


conſolation; THEM, when the pompous follies of 


your mean ambition are the queſtion, you treat 
as playthings or as ſlaves I ſhall not retire. 
Pix. Remain then---and, if thou canſt, be 


filent. 


Elv. They only babble who practiſe not re- 


ee I ſhall think---and thought is ſilence. 
. cy 


; af 
2 1 


A TRAGIC PLAY. 


Piz. Ha there's ſomewhat in her manner 


latcly 
(Pizarro looks  fernly and ſufviciouſt cond 


. Elvira, who meets him with a commanding 


and unaltered „ . 


Eater Las-Casas, ALMAGRO, GONZALO, 


DaviLLa, Officers aud Soldiers. — Trumpets | 


Without, 


Las-C. Pizarro, we e attend your ſummons. 
Pix. Welcome, venerable father my fr iends, 


moſt welcome. Friends and fellow-ſoldiers, at 
length the hour is arrived, which to Pizarro's 
hopes preſents the full reward of our undaunted 
_ enterpriſe and lon 
in ſecurity, this day the foe devotes to ſolemn 
 facrifice: if with bold ſurpriſe we ſtrike on their 
folemnity---truſt to your leader's word—we (hall 


g-enduring toils. Confident 


not fail. 


Alm. Too long ie have we been moul- 
dering on the coaſt our ſtores exhauſted, and 


our {oldie rs munmuring—PBattle ! Bene 
death to the arm d, and chains for the defence- 


leſs. 


Th Death to ths whole Paris race ! 
Las- C. Merciful Heaven! 


Alm. Ves, General, the attack, and inſtantly ! 


Then ſhall Alonzo, baſking. at his eaſe, ſoon 


ceaſe to ſcoff our ſuffering and ſcorn our force. 


Las-C. Alonzo !—icorn and preſumption are 


not in his nature, 
Amn. Tis fit Las- Calas thould defend his 


pup. | 
Pix. Spent not of ther tr aitor—or hear his name 
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but as the bloody ſummons to aſſault and veri- . 
geance. It appears we are agreed? 


Alm. ana Dau. We are. 
Gon. All Battle! Battle! 


Las-C. Is then the dreadful meaſure of your 
cruelty not yet compleat 2 Battle f gracious 
Heaven! Againſt whom ?—Againſt a King, in 


whoſe mild boſom your atrocious injuries everi 


pet have not excited hate! but who, inſulted or 
victorious, {till ſues for peace. Againſt a People 

who never wronged the living Being their Creator 
formed; a People, who, children of innocence! 
received you as cheriſh” 4 gueſts with eager hoſ- 
g kindaeſs. Generouſly and 


pitality and confiding 


freely did they ſhare with you their comforts, 


eee 


their treaſures, and their homes: you repaid them 
by fraud, oppreſſion, and dilhonour. Theſe eyes 


have witnef!: :d all I ſpeak as Gods you were re 


ceived; as Fiends have you acted. 


Piz. 1 85 Caſas! | | 
Las- C. Pizarro, hear me !—Hear me, chief- 
rains !— And thou, All-powerfu] | whoſe thun= 
ders can fhiver into ſand the adamantine rock— 


whoſe lightnings can pierce to the core of the 
rived and quaking earth—Oh ! let thy power 


give effect to thy ſcrvant's words, as thy ſpirit 
gives courage to his will ! Do nor, I implore you, 


Chieftains— Countrymen—Do not, I implore 
you, renew the foul barbarities which your inſatiate 
avarice has inflicted on this wretched, unoffend- 


ing race! —But huſh, my fighs —fall not, 


drops of uſeleſs ſorrow !—heart-breaking an- 


guiſh, choke not my utterance—All I entreat 
is, ſend me once more to thoſe you call your 
enemies—Ob ! let me be the meſſenger of -pe- 


nnence 


of ſavage beaſts will 
length we meet again before the bleſs'd tribunal 


A \ TRAGIC PLAY: - 5M 


nitence from you, I ſhall return with bleſſings - 
and with peace from them.—Elvira, you weep! 
— Alas! and does this dreadful crifts move no 


| heart but thine ?. 


Alm. Becauſe there are no women bere ue 


ſhe and thou. 


Piz. Cloſe this idle war of words: . flies, | 


and our opportunity will be loſt. Chieftains, 
are ye for inſtant battle ? | 

All. We are. 

Las-C. Oh, men of blood —{Rueels.) God ! 


thou haſt anointed me thy ſervant—not to curſe, 


but to bleſs my countrymen: yet now my bleſi- 


ing on their force were blaſphemy againſt thy 


goodneſs.—(Riſes.) No! I curſe your purpoſe, 


homicides ! I curſe the bond of blood by which 
you are united. May fell diviſion, infamy, and 


rout, defeat your projects and rebuke your 
hopes ! On you, and on your children, be the 


peril of the innocent blood which ſhall be ſhed 
this day! I leave you, and for ever! No 
longer ſhall theſe aged eyes be ſeared by the 


horrors they have witneſſed. In caves, in fo- | 


reſts, will I hide ny 2 5 with Tigers and with 
commune: and when at 


of that Deity, whoſe mild doctrines and whoſe 
mercies ye have this day renounced, then ſhall 
You feel the agony and grief of ſoul which tear 
the boſom of your accuſer now! ( Going #1 


Ev. Las-Caſas! Oh! take me with thee, D 


Las- Caſas. 


— OY 


Las-C. Stay! loſt, abel lady! I alone am 


uſeleſs here. perhaps thy lovelineſs may per- 
ſuade to pity, where reaſon and religion plead in 
vain. Oh ! fave thy innocent fellow- . 


„% 'PIZARRO : 


if thou canſt: then ſhall thy frailty be 1 
and thou wilt ſhare the mercy thou beſtoweſt. 
| 2g 


Piz. How, Elvira! wouldſt thou leave me? 
Elv. I am bewildered, grown terrified !— 
7 inhumanity and chat good Las-Caſas—: 


ob l he appeared to me juſt now ſomething more 


than heavenly : and you! ye all looked worſe. 


than earthly. 


Pig. Compaſhon ſometimes becomes a beauty. 
Et. Humanity always becomes a conqueror. 


Alm. Well! Heaven be praiſed, we are rid of 


the old moraliſt. 


Gon. I hope he I join his preaching pupil, 
Alonzo, 


Piz. Now to prepare our muſter NW our 


| ech. At mid-day is the hour of the ſacrifice. 


' Contulting with our guides, the route of your 
diviſions 1 Fl . 
we ſurpriſe, we conquer; and if we conquer, NI 
the gates of Quito will be open to us. 5 
Alm. And Pizarro then be monarch of Peru. 
Pig. Not fo faſt—ambition for a time muſt. 
take counſel from diſcretion. / Ataliba ſtill muſt 
hold the ſhadow of a ſceptre in his hand Pizarro 
till appear dependant upon Spain: while the 
pledge of future peace, his daughter's hand, ſe- 


i | cures the proud ſucceſſion to the crown 1 fake. 


Alm. This is beſt. In Pizarro's plans obſerve 


the ſtateſmanꝰ O wiſdom guides the warrior's va- 


Tour. | 
Val. ¶Aſide to 3 You 1 OY * 
Elv. O, yes—this is beſt—this is excellent, 
Piz. You ſeem offended. Elvira (till retains 


my heart. Think—a ſceptre waves me on. 
Ev. Offended: 2 — No! — Thou know'ſt thy 


glory 


all be given to each commander. If 


A TRAGIC PLAY. 10 
glory is my idol; and this will be moſt glorious, 
moſt juſt and honourable: | 

Piz. What mean you? 8 
Elu. Oh! nothing mere woman's prartie=s 
jealous whim, perhaps: but let it not impede 


the royal hero's courſe.—(Trumpets without.) 


The call of arms invites you Away! away! 
yore his brave, his worthy fellow-warriors. v 
Pix. And go you not with me? | 
Ev. Usdoabredly I needs muſt wy the firſt 


to Hail the ns monarch of Peru. 


CY ; "oF 


. 5 


le How, Gomez 1 what bring! ft 0 ? t 
Com. On yonder hill among the palm. trees we 


have ſurpriſed an old cacique; eſcape by ſlight he 
could not, and we ſeized him and his attendant 


unrefiſting ; yet his-lips breathe Os bur bit- 
terneſs and ſcorn. . 3 
Pia. Drag him before uus. Foe | 
| 8 omęz leaves the tent, and returns e 
ing Orozembo and Aten, in chains, 
pra. | | 0 : 
What art thou, ſtranger? 3 
Oro. Firſt tell me which among you is the cap: 5 
tain of this band of robbers. | 
Pi. FM. 
Alm. Madman! ! — Tear out his Tonga or 


a | 


Oro. Thou'lt hear ons ü 
Dav. (Shewing his pomard.) Shall I not + plonge 


this 1 into his heart? 


Oro. (To Piz.) Does your army boaſt many. 
fuch heroes as this? 


Tir. Adele — This inſolence has foal | 
„ : N ol 


12 Pilz ARRO; 
thy doom. Die thou ſhalt, grey-headed ruſſian. . 
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But firſt confeſs what thou knoweſt, 
Oro. I know that which thou baſt Juſt aſured 


me of—thar I ſhall die, 


Pix. Leſs audacity Perhaps might have pre- 


ſerxed 5 

Oro. My life is as a withered rree—ir 15 not - 
worth preſerving. | 

Pia. Hear me, old man. 3 now we el 


againſt the Peruvian army. We know there is a 


| ſecret path that leads to your ſtrong- hold among 


the rocks: guide us to that, and name thy re- 
ward. If wealth be thy wiſh— 


Oro. Ha! ha! ha! ha! 0 . 


Pig. Doſt thou deſpiſe = . 
Oro. Thee and chy offer !— Wealth WS | "IE 


the wealth of two dear gallant ſons l have ſtored 


in heaven the riches which repay good actions 


bere — and ſtill my chiefeſt esl do I bear 
about me. 


Piz. What is that? Inform me, 


Ora. | will ; for it never. can be thine—the 


ee of a pure unſullied conſcience. 


Pi, belleve there is no other Peryvian who : 
dares ſpeak as thou doſt. 


Oro. Would I could believe there i is no aber 


| Spaniard. who dares act as thou dolt | 


Gon. (4h de.) Obdurate Pagan !—How nu- 


4 merous is your army ? 


Oro. Count the leaves of yonder ſoreſt. 
Al. Which is the weakelt part of your camp ? 
-Orn. It has no weak parton every fide 'ts 


| fortified by Juſtice. 
| nere have you concealed your wives 
| and four children ? „ 8 


Pix. Wh 


| Ore, 
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A TRAGIC PLA V. 3 
Cw, In the hearts of their huſbands — their 


_ fathers. 


Piz. Know'ſt thou 1 3 | 
Oro. Know bim !—Alonzo!—Know: wed. 


Our nation's benefactor -The guardian angel : 


of Peru! 
Piz. By what has he ——— that title ; 
Oro, By not reſembling, thee. 


Alm. Who is this Rolla, joined with Alonzo 
in command? 


Oro. I will anſwer that; for I love to has and 
to repeat the hero's name. Rolla, the kin{man 


of the King, 1s the idol of our army; in war a 


tiger, chafed by the hunter's ſpear; in peace as 
gentle as the unweaned lamb. Cora was once 
betrothed to him; but finding ſhe preferred 


Alonzo, he reſigned his claim, and, I fear, his 


peace, to friend{hip and to Cona's happinels ; 
yet ſtill he loves her with a pure and holy fire. 
Piz. Romantic larage! ſhall meet this 


Rolla ſoon. 


Oro. Thou hadſt better not! The terrors of 
Rs noble eye would ſtrike thee dead. 
Dav. Silence, or tremble ! ir re 

Oro. Beardleſs robber! I never yet have 


trembled before God—why ſhould I tremble be- | . 
fore man ?—Why before thee, thou leſs than. 
man! 8 


Dav. Another word, audacious heathen, and 


I ſtrike! 


Oro. Strike, Chriſtian! Then boaſt 3 


| thy fellows —I too have murdered a Peruvian ! 


Dav. Hell and Vengeance. ſeize thee ! (Stabs 


mw 
_ = * 


15 Hold ! N 
Dau. 


* 
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Dev. Couldſt thou longer have endured his 


blos 


Fix. And therefore ſhould he die andere Z 
' Ov. True! Obſerve, young man—your un- 


Sinking raſhneſs has ſaved me from the rack; 
and you yourſelf have loſt the opportunity of 


2 uſeful lellon; ; you might have ſeen with what 
_ ervelty vengeance would have inſlicted torments, 
and with what patience virtue would ICEM borne | 


them. 


Ev. ( Supporting Orozembe' $ head Loos 35 
Idee ) Oh! ye are monſters all. Look up, thou 
martyr'd e up once more, and bleſs | 
ape ere thou dieſt. God! how [ pity thee | 


Oro. Pity me!—Me! fo near my happineſs! 


the thee, lady —Spaniards— Heaven turn your 


/ Hearts, and pardon you as ] do. en ts 
borne off dying.) 


Pix. Away !—Davilla! IF FP raſh a ſecond 


time— | 
| Dav. have the haſty indignation which 


Piz. No more — unbind that trembling 

5 dreich—lel him depart ; tis well he ſhould re- 

. 12 the mercy which we ſhow to inſolent de- 
A 


nce.—Hark !—our troops are moving. 


' Attendant. (On paling Elvira.) If through : 
© your gentle means my malter's poor remains . 
might be preſerved from inſult— e 


Elv. I underſtand you. | 

Att. His ſons may yet thank your ele if 
not avenge their father's fate. . 1. 

Pix. What ſays the flave ? 

| Ep. A 1 word to thank you for your 
mercy. 


Pix. Our guard and guides 45 ( Yoldiers 
march throngh te tents.) Follow me, friends 
N | each | 


A TRAGIC PLAY. — iy 
tach ſhall have his poſt afligned, and ere Pe- 
ruvia's God ſhall fink beneath the main, the 


Spaniſh banner, bathed in blood, ſtiall float 
: above the we or ga d Quito. Len 


5 ; 14 ErviRa and VALVERDE. 


Pal. Is it now preſumption that my 55 nin, 


| ſtrength with the increaſing horrors which I fre - 


appal Elvira's ſoul? 5 
Elv. I am mad with terror and remorſe! 
Would I could fly theſe dreadful ſcenes! 
Val. Might not Valverde's true attachment be 
thy refuge ? 
Elv. What wouldit hon do to fare or to 
wenn mer 
Val. ] dare do all thy 3 injuries may demand | 


a word—and he lies bleeding at your feet. 


Elv. Perhaps we will ee again of this. 


Now leave me. | [ Exit Valverde. 
 #lv. { Alone.) No! not this revenge no! 


not this inſtrument. Fie, Elvira! even for a 


moment to counſel with this unworthy traitor! 
— Can a wretch, falſe to a confiding maſter, be | 


true to any pledge of love or honour 2 —Pizarro 


will abandon me—yes; me—who, for' his ſake, 


have ſacrificed—Oh, God What have I not 


facrificed for him; yet, - curbing the avengin 
pride that ſwells this boſom, 1 ſtill will further 
try him. Oh, men! ye who, wearied by the 


fond fidelity of virtuous love, ſeek in the 
_vanton's flattery a new delight, oh, ye may 


Inſuk and leave the hearts to which your faith 
was pledged, and, ſtifling ſelf-reproach, may 
fear no other peril; becauſe ſuch hearts, how= 
eier you injure and deſert them, bave yet the 

| | By yy 


mano: _ 
proud retreat of an unſpotted fame - of unre · 
proaching conſcience. But beware the deſpe- 


rate libertine who forſakes the creature whom 
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tion of all ſelf-confolation ! What has he left 
der? —-Deſpair and vengeance? Exit. 
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if le” END OF THE FIRST ACT, | 


his arts have firſt deprived of all natural protec» 


A TRAGIC PIV. 7 


ACT n 


scCENE I: 


F Bank Aan by a wild Wood, and Ricks = 
Cora, ſitting on the root of a tree, is 1 
with her Child. —ATox zo loks over them with 
. and evearfulneſs. 


.=- Cora.” TOW confeſs, does he  reſerable thee, or 


. not! 7 
Al. Indeed he is liker thee—thy roſy ſoftneſs, : 


thy ſmiling gentleneſs. 

Cora. But bis auburn hair, the colour of his 

eyes, Alonzo.—O! my lord's image, and my 
| heart's adored ! (Preſſing the Child to her boſom.) 

A. The little daring urchin robs me, F 
doubt, of ſome portion of thy love, my Cora. At 
leaſt he ſhares careſles, 5 till his birth were 

only mine. 

Cora. Oh no, Ans a woher love: for 
her dear babe is not a ſtealth, or taken from the 
. father's ſtore ; it is a new delight that turns with 
- quicken'd gratitude to Hin, the author of 1 her 

augmented bliſs. 1 - 

Al. Could Cora think me nn e 

Cora. I am ſure he will ſpeak ſoon: then will SE 

* the laſt of the three holydays allowed by 
Nature's ſanction to the fond anxious mother's | 
- Heart: 
A. What are thoſe three 1 
v Cora. 


= | | PIZARRO: 5 


— 


Cora. The ccllacy of his birth I past; ! in 
part is ſelfiſn: but hen firſt the white blofſoms 
of his teeth appear, breaking the crimſon buds 
that did incaſe them; that is a day of joy: 


next, when from his father's arms he runs with- 
out ſupport, and clings, laughing and delighted, 


to his mother's knee; that is the mother's heart's ' 


next holyday: and ſweeter ſtill the third, when- 

e'er his little ſtammering tongue ſhall utter the 

grateful ſound of, Father, Mother !—O ! that is 
the deareſt joy of all! 


Al. Beloved Cora! : 
Cora. Oh! my Alonzo! dally Se do 


Fun thanks to Heaven for the dear bleſſing I 


h in him and thee. _ 
Al. To Heaven and Rolla. . 
Cyra. Yes, to Heaven and Rolla: and art thou 

not n to them too, Alonzo? art den 

not happy? 

Al. Can Cora aſk that queſtion ? ET: 
Cora. Why then of late ſo reſtleſs on thy 


couch? Why to my waking watching ear ſo often 


does the ſtillneſs of the night betray thy iruggling 
bghs?, 
Al. Muſt not 1 fight againſt my country, 


= ene 3 brethren? 


Cora. Do they not ſeek. our deltrudtion, and 

are not all men brethren? _ 5 ä 
Al. Should they prove victorious? | 
Cra. I will fly, and meet thee in the mountains- 
2575 Fly, with thy infant, Cora? 
Cord. What! think you a mother, when the 


1 runs from danger, can feel the weight of. her 
| Child: ? 


Al. Cora; in my beloved, do yo u a wiſh to ſeray, 
heart at reſt * | 


Cora. | 


A TC LAY, © 


Cora. Oh yes ! yes ! yes! 1 

l. Haſten then now to the concealment in \ the | 
mountains; there dwells your father, and there 
all our matrons and virgins, and our warriors' 
offspring, are allotted to await the iſſue of the war. 
Cora will not alone reſiſt her huſband's, her 
ſiſters', and her monarch's with. 

Cora. Alonzo, I cannot leave you: : Oh! how 
in every moment's abſence would my fancy paint 
you, wounded, alone, b No, no, 1 
cannot leave you. | | 

Al. Rolla will be with me. 

Cora. Yes, while the battle rages, at where 
it rages moſt, brave Rolla will be found. He 

may revenge, but cannot fave thee, To follow 
danger, he will leave even thee. Bur I have 
. {ſworn never to forſake thee but with life. Dear, 
dear Alonzo ! can you with that I thould break 
my vow ? | 

Al. Then be it ſo. Oh! excellence bn all 
that's great and lovely, in courage, gentleneſs, 
and truth; my pride, my content, my all! Can 
there on this earth be fools who ſeek for hap- 
pineſs, and paſs by love in the purſuit ? 

Cora. Alonzo, I cannot thank you: filence is 
the gratitude of true affection : who ſeeks to 
follow it by ſound will miſs the track. (Shout 
 vithout.) Does the King approach? | 
A.. No, tis the General placing the guard that 

will ſurround the temple during the ſacrifice. 
Tis Rolla comes, the firſt and beſt of heroes. 
( Trumpets ſound. „ 
Nn 

Rol. (as entering.) Then place them on the 
hill fronting the Spaniſh camp. (Enters.} 

Cora. Rolla, my friend, my bree . 


'D 2 Al. 


20 || - prcanne: 


Al. Rolla! my friend, my beetle how 


can our lives repay che obligations which we 
owe you? 


Kol. Paſs them in peace and bliſs.—Let Rolla 
witneſs ; it, he is overpaid. 

Cora. Look on this child He is the life-blood 
of my heart ; but if ever he loves or reveres thee 
_ than his own we; his mother's hate fall on 

im! 
Kol. Oh, no more What ſacrifice have 5 
made to merit gratitude? The object of my love 


was Cora's happineſs.—I ſee her happy. — Is not 


my object gain'd, and am I not rewarded ? Now, 
Cora, liſten to a friend's advice. You muſt 
away; you muſt ſeek the ſacred caverns, the un- 


profan'd receſs, whither, after this day's ſacrifice, 


our matrons, and en 'en the Virgins of the Sun, 


retire. 


Cora. Not ſecure with Alonzo and with thee, | 


| Rolla: 5 


Rol. We have heard Pizarro's plan is to ſur- 


priſe us. Thy preſence, Cora, cannot aid, but 
may impede our efforts. | | 


Gora. Impede!  __ 
Rol. Ves, yes. Thou know ſt how e we 
love thee; we, thy huſband and thy friend. 
Art thou near us? our thoughts, our valour— 


vengeance will not be our own. No advantage 
will be purſued that leads us from the ſpot where 


thou art placed; no ſuccour will be given but 


for thy protection. The faithful lover dares not 


be all himſelf amid the war, until he knows 
that the beloved of his ſoul 1 is abſent from the 


peril of the fight. 


Al. Thanks to nd friend ! tis this I would 
have "9 | 
Cora, 


a TRAGIC pay. 2 


| Cra. This timid exceſs of love, producing 3 
fear inſtead of valour, flatters, but does not | 
convince me: the wife is incredulous. 
Kol. And is the mother unbelieving too? 
Cora. No more — Do with me as you pleaſe. 
My friend, my huſband! om me where you 
WHEL © 
Al. My 5 we thank you both. March 
zvithout.) Hark ! the King approaches to the ſacri- 
fice. You, Rolla, ſpoke of rumours of ſurpriſe.— 
A ſervant of mine, I hear, is mifling ; whether 
ſurpriſed or treacherous, I know not. 
Kol. It matters not. We are every where pre- 
pared. Come, Cora, upon the altar mid the 
. ® _ rocks thou'lt implore a bleſſing on our cauſe. 
I.)! be pious ſupplication of the "trembling wife, 
1 and mother's heart, riſes to the throne of mercy, 
= the moſt reſi fileſs 18 of human homage. 


. : LAs | 


- ScRNE Il... 
De Temple of the Sun e it repreſents the magnifi- 


_ cence of Peruvian idolatry : in the centre is the 
altar — A folemu march. Ihe Marriors and 
King enter on one fide of the Temple. —RoLLa, 
ALONZ0, and Cora, on the other. 


Ata. Welcome, Alonzo !—{To Rolla.) Kinſ- 
man, thy hand.--(Zo Cora.) Bleſs' d be the object 
of the happy mother's love. 

Cora. May the ſun bleſs the father of his 
people! 

Ala. In the welfare of his c lives the { 
happineſs of their King. Frans what 1 is che 
temper of our ſoldiers? | 

Rol. Such as becomes the cauſe which they 

5 1 


- 
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ſupport; en cry is, victory or death! our 
King! our Country! and our God ! =, 
Ala. Thou, Rolla, in the hour of peril, baſt 
been wont to animate the ſpirit of their leaders, 
ere we proceed to conſecrate the banners which 
thy valour knows {o well to guard. 2 
Rol. Vet never was the hour of peril near, 
when to inſpire them words were fo little needed. 
My brave 1 of my toil, my 
ſeclings and my fame l can Rolla's words add 
vigour to the virtuous energies which infpire 
pour hearts ? No- vou have 1 as I 
have, the foulneis of the crafty plea by which 
theſe bold invaders. would delude you—Y our 
generous ſpirit has compared as mine has, the 
motives, which, in a war like this, can animate 
their minds, and ovrs.—Trnty, by a ſtrange 
frenzy driven, fight for power, for plunder, . 
and extended rule -E, for our country, our 


alars, and our homes. — TE follow an Ad- 
venturer whom they fear — and obey a power 


which they hate—ws ſerve a Monarch whom 
we love—a God whom we adore.—VW hene'er. 
they move in anger, deſolation tracks their pro- 
grels!—Where'er they paule in amity, aithc- 
tion mourns their friendſhip ! They boaſt, they 


come. but to improve our ſtate, enlarge our 
thoughts, and free us from the yoke of error !— 


Les vThEVY will give enlightened freedom to 
ozr minds, who are themſclves the ſlaves of paſ- 


Kon, avarice, and pride.—They' offer us their 


protection—Yes, | ſuch protection as vultures. 


give to lambs—covering and devouring them! 
— They call on us to barter all of good we have 


inherited and proved, for the deiperate chance 
»f. ſomething better which der e be 


. 1 our 


r 
i 
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ur plain anſwer this : The throne wE honour is = 
the PEOPLE'S CHOICEthe laws we reverenceare 
= our brave Fathers' legacy—the faith we follow 
 . teaches us to hve in bonds of charity with all 
mankind, and die with hope of bliſs beyond 
the grave. Tell your invaders this, and tell 
them too, we ſeek no change; and, leaſt of all, 
iuch change as they would bring us.. 
1 {Tr umpets found. 
F + Ma. > mb; acing Rolla.) Now, holy friends, 
; ever mindful of theſe ſacred trutlis, begin the 
ſuacrifice. (A ſolemn Proceſſion commences from the 
= receſs of the Temple above the Altar The Prisfis 
= and Virgins of the Sun arrange themſelves\ou either 
aue -I be High-Prieft approaches the” Altar, and 
he ſolemnily begins—The Tavocation' of- ths High- 
i Prieſt is followed by the Choruſſes of the Priefts and 
— Þ Virgins==fire from above lights upon-the Altar.— 
7 he whole aſſembly riſe, and join in the Thankſ- 
giving.) Our offering is accepted. — Now to 
aum. my imends, Prepare was battle. 


Enter ORANxo. 


Ora. The enemy ! 
Ala. How near? 
Ora. From the hill's brow, e'en now as 10 o'er- 
looked their force, fuddenly 1 perceived the 
whole in motion: with eager haſte they march 
towards our deferted cam P. as if ane of this 
moſt ſolemn facritice. 
«. FRol. They muſt be met before they: rexel dt. 
= = Ata. And you, my daughters, with your 1 | 
1 | SR my to the appointed place of ſafety. 
1 E Cora. ; 
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Cora. Oh, Alonzo ! 7 Embracing lin. ) 
Al. We ſhall meet again. 
Cora. Bleſs us once more, ere you leave us. 
Al. Heaven protect and bleſs thee, my be- 
| loved; and thee, my innocent! 


Ata. Haſte, haſte each moment is pre- 


| ions! 5 

Cora. Farewell, Alonzo! Renee thy life 
is mine. 

Rol. Not one farewell to Rolla? 


Cura. (Giving him her hand.) Farewell! The 
God of war be with you: but, bring me back 
Alonzo. 93 8 [Exit with the Child. 
Ata. (Draws his foord. Now, my brethren, 


my ſons, my friends, I know your valour.— 
Should. ill ſucceſs aſſail us, be deſpair the laſt 


(cling of your hearts.—If ſucceſsful, let mercy 


be the firſt. Alonzo, to you I give to defend 
the narrow paſſage of the mountains. On the 
right of the wood be Rolia's ſtation. For me, 
ſtrait forwards will I march to meet them, and 


fight until I ſee my people ſaved, or they be- 


hold their Monarch fall. Be the word of battle 
God! and our native land. ( 4 march.) 
HR Exeunt. 


— 


sckNE III. 
* Mood between the 7. e aud the Camp. 


Enter Roll and Aroxzo. 


** 


Vol. Here, my friend, we. ſeparate—ſoon, 1 


truſt, to meet again in triumph. 


Al. Or perhaps we part to meet no more. 
Rolla, a moment's paule ; ; we are yet before our 


— 5 8 


1 


; 1 A TRAGIC PEAY. - . 


army $ Arrength z one earneſt | word at part- 
ing. 

Rol. Tbere is in language now no word but 
battle. 

Al. Yes, one wad „ 1 

Rol. Cora! Speak! 

Al. The next hour brings — . 

Rol. Death or victory! | 

Al. It may be victory to one—death to the 
other. 

Rol. Or both may fall. 

Al. If fo, my wife and child 1 — to 


the protection of Heaven and my King. But 

. ſhould I only fall, Rolla, be thou my heir. 

5 Kol. How? 5 

1 Al. Be Cora thy. wife be thou a father to my 

7 child. | 
. 9 | Nol. Rouſe thee, Alonzo! Baniſh theſe timid | 

TT, fancies. 5 


Al. Rolla! I have tried in \ vain, and cannot 
1 from the foreboding which oppreſſes me: 
thou know'ft it will not Thake me in the fight? 5 
but give me your promiſe. , 

Kol. If it be Cora's will—Yes—l promiſe— 
(Gives his hand. J 

Al. Tell her it was my laſt wiſh ! and bear to 
her and to my ſon, my laſt bleſſing. 

Kol. I will. Now then to our poſts, and let 
our ſwords ſpeak for us. {They draw their 1 2 

Al. For the King and Cora! 

Rol. For Cora and the King! 2 

| [ Exennt different ways, Alarms without. 


dn „„ 
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lt ' SCENE IV. 


A Pie of the kia Camp, with a diftant View 
| ofa Peruvian Fillage, Trees growing from a 2 
Eminence on one Side. Alarms continue. 


; 1 Enter an Old Bal Man Wo a By. 


5 Man. Have none returned to the GR 
| One meflenger alone. From the temple 
55 Pay all march'd to meet the fos. | 
.* O. Man. Hark! I hear the din of battle. 01 ! 
had I ſtill retain'd my light, I might now have 
graſp'd a ſword, and died a ſoldier's 8 death! ' Are. 
we quite alone! > ” 

Bey. Yes !—] hope my fa will be ſafe ! 

0. Man, He -will do his duty. I am more | 
anxious for thee, my child. 

Boy. I can ſtay with you, dear Sandee . 
DO. Manu. But ſhould the enemy come, they will 
drag thee from me, my boy 
Bay. Impoſtible, grandfather! for they will 
ſee at once that you are old and blind, and can» 
not do without nme. 

O. Man. Poor child ! you linle 1 the 
hearts of theſe inhuman men. ¶ Diſcharge of can- 
non heard.) Hark! the noiſe is near—I hear the 
dreadful roaring of the fiery engines of theſe cruel 
ſtrangers . ¶ Shouts at a diſtance.) At every. ſhout, 
with involuntary haſte I clench my hand, and 
fancy ſtill it graſps a ſword !. Alas! I can only 
ſerve my country by my prayers. Heaven pre- 
0 ſerve the Inca and his gallant ſoldiers! 

Boy. O father! there are ſoldiers running 

O. Man. Spaniards, boy? | 

By. FT 0, Peruvians ! 


O. Man. 


Ie, canuot be. 


this way? 


feld, 


1 FRAGIC ay Wy : 
: Mean: How | and Aying from the field ! — 


Euer tzwo o Per uvian Soldiers. 1 


0 ſpeak to them, boy !—Whence come you? 2 


_ How goes the battle? 


Sol. We may not ſtop; we are ſent for the 
reſerve behind the hill, The day's againſt us. 
' | Exeunt Soldiers. | 

-D; Man. Quick, then, quick 


Boy. I fee the points of Jances glitering i in 


the light. 


O. Man. Thoſe are Peruvians, Do they bend 


Euter a Peruvian Soldier. 


Boy. 8 ſpeak to my blind father. 
Sol. I'm ſent to tell the helpleſs father to re- 


treat among the rocks: all will be loſt, 1 fear. 
The King is wounded, 


O. Man. Quick, boy! Lead me to che hilt, 


where thou may'{t view the plain. (Alarms A 


Enter A Gstaad, with: PR 0. | 


cers, and Soldiers. | 


Ata. My wound is boot; believe. me, he 


hurt is nothing: I may return to the fight. 


Ora. Pardon your ſervant; but the allotted _ 
prieſt who attends the ſacred banner has pro- 


nounced that the Inca's blood once ſhed; no 


bleſſing can await the 9 until he leave the 


Ata. Hard een e 0! my poor RE: ſol- 


diers !—Hard that I may no longer be a witneſs 


R - | of 


2 N 
22 
N 


eee eee 


þ 
1 
5 
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of their valour. But haſte you; return to 


your comrades: I will not keep one ſoldier 
from his poſt. Go, and avenge your fallen 


' brethren. ¶ Exeunt Orano, Officers, and —_— 
1 will not repine; my own fate is the la 


anxiety of my heart. It is for you, my people, 
chat I feel and fear. 


4 I 


Old Man _ Bo oy advance. 


0. N. Did I not hear the voice of an un- 


' fortunate ?—Who is it complains thus? 


Ata. One almoſt by hope forſaken. 
O. Man. Is the King alive? 
Ata. The King ſtill lives. . 
O. Man. Then thou art not forſaken! Ata- 


| | liba protects the meaneſt of his ſubjects. 


Aa. And who ſhall protect Ataliba ? 
O0. Man. The immortal Powers, that protect 
che juſt. The virtues of our Monarch alike ſe- 
cure to him the affection of his people and the 
benign regard of Heaven. 

Ala. How impious, had I murmured! How 


wondrous, thou ſupreme Diſpoſer, are thy acts! 


Even in this moment, which I had thought the 
 bittereſl trial of mortal ſuffering, thou haſt infuſed 
the ſweeteſt ſenſation of my life—it is the al- 


© furance of my people's love. 


Boy. (Turning forward.) O, e e 


ger, ſee thoſe hideous men that ruſh upon us 


vonder | 
Ata. Ha! Spaniards Aud I—Ataliba-— 

ill-fated fugitive, without a ſward even to try 

dhe ranſom of a monarch life. 


, .. 


Enter 


A TRAGIC PLAY.) | : 


Enter Davirua, Kone; and 2 S1. 
diers. 


Dav. Tis he—our hopes: are anſwered—I 
know him well—it is the King! 
Alm. Away! Follow with your royal prize. 
Avoid thoſe Peruvians, though in flight. This 
way we may regain our line. 
ILExeun. Davilta, Almagro, and Soldiers, with 
Ataliba priſoner. . 

O. Man, The King! Wretched old man, that 
could not ſee his gracious form !—Boy, would 
thou hadſt led me to the reach of thoſe ruf 
flans' {words ! 


Boz. Father! all our countrymen are fling 
- here for refuge. 


O. Man. No—to the fan of their w 


they never will deſert . ( Alarms Without 


Enter Peruvian Offrers ad Saen flying _ 
the Haage; 3 ORaxo fanno. 


Ora. Hold, 1. charge you! Rolla calls you. 
_ Officer. We cannot combat vith their dreadful 
engines. 

= Enter RoLLA. 


Rol. Hold, recreants! cowards | What, 
fear ye death, and fear not ſhame? By my 
ſoul's fury, I cleave to the earth the firſt of you 
that ſtirs, or plunge your daſtard ſwords into 
your leader's heart, that he no more may wit- 
neſs your diſgrace. Where is the King? 
Org. From this old man and boy I learn that 
the detachment of the enemy which mou ob- 


„„ ſerveg 


* 
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ſerved ſo ſuddenly to quit the field, have fuc- 


ceeded | in ſurpriſing bim; they are yet in light, 
Rol. And bear the bnca off a priſoner ?— 


Hear this, ye bale, diſloyal rout! Look there! 
The duſt you ſee hangs on the þloody Spaniards” 
track, dragging with ruffian taunts your King, 


your father i—Araliba in bondage. Now fly, 
and ſeck your own vile ſafety, if you can. 


O. Mun. Bleis the voice of Rotla—and 3 | 
the itroke I once lamented, but which now. 


ſpares theſe extinguiſhed eyes the ſhame of ſee- 
ing the pale trembling wretches who 5 not 
follow Rolla though to fave their King 

* Kol. Shrink ye trom the thunder of 5 foe— 
and fall ye not at this rebuke? Oh! had ye 
each but one drop of the loyal blood which 
guſhes to waſte through the brave heart of this 
fightleſs veteran! Eternal ſhame purſue. you, 


if you deſert me now !— But do—alone Igo 


alone —-to die with glory by my monarch's 
. 

| Soldiers, Rolla! we'll follow cha « T Mun pen 
| found ; Rolla ry/bes out, follozwed by Orano, Offi- 


9 5 and Soldiers.) 


O. Man. O = Rolla 1nd thou fun, 


ſend from thy clouds avenging lightning to his 
aid! —Haſte, my boy; atcend ſome height, 
and tell to my impatient terror what thou ſeelt. 


Boy. ' 1 can climb this rock, and the tree 


above. ( Aſcends a rock, and from thence into the 
tres.) O-—now | lee them—now—yes—and the 
Spaniards turning by the ſteep, 
O. Alan. Rolla follows them? 


Boy. He does—he does he moves like an 
: arrow now ben waves his arm to our ſoldiers 


Tor . 


A TRAGIC PLAY. TE” * 
5 Report 1 cannon heard. ” Now 1 chere is fire and 


Imoke. / 


fiends. 

Boy. The wind ER off the ſmoke : they 
are all mixed together. | 

O. Man. Seeſt thou the King? e 
Boy. Yes—Rolla is near him! His ſword 
ſheds fire as he ſtrikes! M4 644 

O. Man. Bleſs thee, Rolla! Spe not the 


| ' monſters. 


Boy. Father ! father ! the 8 fly Wo; 


—now I ſee the King embracing Rolla. 7 


ing his cap for joy. Shouts of vidtory, Fourifh of 
trumpets, Sc. 


O. Man. (Falls on 15 hnees. ) Fountain of: life! 
how can my exhauſted breath bear to thee 


O. Man. Ves | fire is the weapon of thoſe 


\ 


thanks for this one moment of my life! My 


boy, come down, and let me kiſs thee—My 


ſtrength is gone! 1 The Boy having run lo the O 


Man) 
Bey. Let me help you, fat her—You tremble 
ſo- . DR, x 


0. Man. Tis with tranſport, boy 


[Boy leads h 025 Man off 3 


$8} outs, Flour * Se. 


56 Ara. Roi A, and Peruvian Officers 
| and. Soldiers, 


Aia. In the name of my people, the faviour 


of whole ſovereign you have this day been, ac- 
cept this emblem of his gratitude. (Giving Rolla 


Lis jun of diamonds.) The tear that falls upon it 


may for a moment dim its luſtre, yet does it 
not impair the value of the gift. 


Kol. 


N 


> 
WJ" 
K +11 
ot 
: 
2 
* 
3 
1 7 
* 
if 
37 
5 
3 
5 
ft 
* 
* 
1 
1 2 
4 
BE 
Tal 
4 
v4 
N 
by 
3s 
by iy 
4652 
"#1 
21 
V5 
BY 
v2 
7 
8 
1 
2 
— 
7 
=. 
4 
bs 4 
.% 
«+ © 
- - 
4 
+ b 
* 
bis = 
PR 5 
+44 
. 
% WK, 
1 
= 
= 
1 
Ws 
x 
* 
= 
38 
5 
Rx; 
8+ 
* 
. 
8 
2 5 
Me 
13 
* 
3 
4 * 
1 
IS 
* 
8 
* 
3s 
E ov 
* 7 
XS. 
7 
1 
8 
2 tt 7 
* a - 
4 
5 * 
2 
45d 
: . 
85 
75 
4 
1 
2 


* Genes | N 
3 


1 „ | 32 | PIZARRO: | 
_ +" Kol. It was the hand of Heaven, not mine, 
Wi | chat laved my PSs „ 
11 Enter Onaxo, ad Soldiers. 

1 Nel Now, Odier, from Alonzo? | 
1 Ora. Alonzo' s genius ſoon repaired the panic 
1 

ö | which early broke our ranks; but I fear we 
& 7 | have to mourn Alonzo's loſs; his eager ſpirit 
Mi urged him too far in the purſuit! 


N * 


Ata. How! Alonzo ſlain? 
I/ Sol. I faw him fall. | -— 
24 Sol. Truſt me I beheld him up again and LE 
fighting he was then ſurrounded and diſarmed. . 
Ata. O! victory, dearly purchaſed! 
Rol. O Cora! Who ſhall tell thee this? = 
Ata. Rolla, our friend 1s loſt—our native 
country ſaved! Our private ſorrows muſt yield 
to the public claim for triumph. Now go. we 
to fulfil the firſt, the moſt facred duty which 
belongs to victor y—to dry the widowed and 
the orphaned tear of thoſe whoſe brave protec- 
tors have 8800 in their country's cauſe. 
1 17 a na march, and exeunt. 
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ENT OF THE SECOND Acr. 


ACT 
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AC - 111 


SCENE 1. 


. wild Rande among 1 tots, 
and her Child, with other Wives and Children 
of the Peruviau Warriors, are ſcattered about 
the ſcene in groups.— They feng alternately, Stan 
zas expreſſive of their ſituation, Wi! ha CHORUS, 
in Which all join. 


V Peruvian Woman. 
7 ULU GA, ſceſt thou nothing yet? 

Zul. Yeu two Peruvian ſoldiers, one on 
the hill; the other entering the thicket in the 
vale. | 

24 Per. Woman. One more has paſs· d. He 
comes but pale and terrified. 

Cora. My heart will ſtart from my boſom. 


Enter a Peruvian Soldier, panting for breath. 


mom. Well! joy or deaths? 

Sold. The battle is againſt us. The King is 
wounded, and a priſoner. F 

Mom. Deſpair and miſery ! 

Cora. ( Iu a faint voice.) And. Alonzo? 85 

Sold. J have not ſeen him. 

1% Mom. Oh! whither muſt we fly ? 

24 Wom. Deeper into the toreſt. 

Cora. I ſhall not move. | 

Another Peruvian Soldier, (without 7 Vieory 
„ao 

He enters bafity.. 

Rejoice ! ROOT: We are victorious! = 
| F 8 Vom. 
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Mom. ( Sprin inging up.) Welcome ! welcome 

thou meſlenger of Joy : but the King! | 
Sold. He Teads the brave Warriors, who ap- 

proach. 


(The triumphant SIRE of the army is heard at a 
Aiſtance.— Ihe Women and Children join in a 
Arain expreſſive of anxiety and exultation.— L he 

' Warriors enter finging the Song of Viftory, in 
Which all join. — Foe he King and RoLLa follow, 
and are met with rapturous Sd affectionate reſpect. 

| Cora, during this ſcene, with her Child in her 
arms, runs through the ranks Mee and in- 
quiring for ALoNZ o.) 


Ata. Thanks, thanks, my children! I am 
well: believe it; the blood once ſtopp'd, my 
wound was nothing. (Cora at length approaches 
1 5 775 who appears to have been mournfully evoiding 
ber Where is Alonzo ? 
(Rolla turns arvay in ſilence. 73 
þ . 4 Falling at the King's feet.) Give me my 
huſband, give this child his father. 
Aa. 1 grieve that Alonzo is not ere. 5 

Cora. Hop'd you to find him? 

Ata. Moſt anxiouſly. _ | 

Cora. Ataliba ! is he not dead? 

Ata. No! the Gods will have heard our pra: ers. 

Cora. Is he not dead, Ataliba? 

Ata. He lives—in my heart. | 

Cora. Oh King! torture me not thus! ſpeak 
out, is this child fatherleſ ? 

Ata. Deareſt Cora! do not thus daſh aſide the 
| little hope that ſtill remains. 
Cora. The little hope! yet ill there 7s hope! 
[Speak to me, Rolla. : ho are the friend of truth. 

Rol. Alonzo has not been found. 
Cora. Not found! l What mean you 3 > will not 
. i von 


A | TRAGIC. PLAY. + zx 
you, Rolla, tell me truh? Oh! let me not hear 
the thunder rolling at a diſtance ; let the bolt fall 
and cruſh my brain at once. Say not that he is 

not found: ſay at once that he is dead. 

Nol. Then ſhould I ſay falſe. 

Cora. Falſe]! Bleſſings on thee for that ward! 
But ſnatch me from this terrible ſuſpenſe. Lift 
up thy little hands, my child ; perhaps thy 1gno- 
rance may plead better than thy mother's agony. 

= Rol. Alonzo is taken priſoner. 

Cera. Priſoner ! and by the Sparyards ? Pizat- : 

|  ro's prifoner? Then is he dead. 
Ata. Hope better--the richeſt ranſom which our 
realm can yield, a herald ſhall this inſtant bear. 


1 Per. Lom. Oh! for Alonzo's ranſom our 
” _ gold, our gems all! all e dear Cora, 
. here! here! | 
„ The Peruvian Women eager ly tear off all their 


arnaments, and run and take them from their 
children, to offer them to Cora.) 

Alla. Yes, for Alonzo's ranfom they would 
give all !—l thank thee, Father, who haſt given 
me ſuch hearts to rule over! 

| Cora. Now one boon more, beloved manarch. Lt 
s Let me go with the herald. | 
Ata. Remember, Cora, thou art not a with only, 
but a mother too: hazard not your own honour, 
and the ſafety of your infant. Among theſe 
barbarians the ſight of thy youth, thy lovelineſs, 
and innocence, would but rivet faſter your Alonzo's 
chains, and rack his heart with added fears for 
thee.— Wait, Cora, the return of the herald. 
Cora. Teach me how to live till then. 85 
Ata. Now we go to offer to the Gods, thanks 
for our victory, and prayers for our Alonzo's 
ſafety. Bs and proceſſion. Exeunt amnes. 
+. . 80 ENE 
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SCENE, II. 
The Mood. 
Enter Cora and Child. 


| tho | Cora: Mud innocence, what wil | become of | 


Enter Ror Ha. „%%% 


| ol Cora, I attend thy ſummons at the ap- 
pointed ſpot. ; 
Cora. Oh my child, my boy i—haſt thou Rill 
a father? s 

Rol. Cora, can oy child be fatherleſs while 
Rolla lives? 

Cora. Will he not ſoon want a mother too ?— 
Tr canſt thou think I will ſurvive Alonzo's 
loſs ? 4: 

Rot. Yes! for 115 child's nn as thou 
didlt love Alonzo, Cora, liſten to Alonzo' 8 
Send. fi - 

Cora. You bid me liſten to the world. —Who 
was not Alonzo's friend? 
Rol. His-parting words 

Cora. His parting wor'ts! (i ldly 30h, ek! | 

Rol. Conſign'd- to me two precious truſts—his 
bleing to his ſon, and a laſt requeſt to thee. 
Cora. His laft requeſt! his % Oh, name it! 
Rol. If 1 fall, ae he (and ſad forebodings 
ſhook him while he ſpoke)—promite to take my 
Cora for thy wife; be thou a father to my child. 
—] pledged my word to him, and we parted.— 
Obſerve me, Cora, I repeat this. only, as my 
faith to do ſo was given to Alonzo—ior mytet, 
I neither cheriſh claim or hope. | 

Cora. Ha | does my reaton ſail me, or what 

| | is 
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is this horrid light that preſſes on my brain? 
Oh, Alonzo! It may be thou haſt fallen a victim 
to thy own guileleſs heart —hadſt thou been ſi- 
lent, haillt thou not made a fatal legacy of theſe 
wretched charms 


Rol. Cora! what hateful ſuſpicion has poſ- 
ſeſſed thy mind? 

Cora. Yes, yes, 'tis clear—his ſpirit was en- 
ſnar'd ; he was led to the fatal ſpot, where mor- 
tal valour could nor front a hoſt of 2 
He fell—in vain did he exclaim for help 
Rolla. At a diſtance you look'd on and Wild 
' —You could have faved him could but did 
not. 

Rol. Oh, glorious am ! can I have deſerved 
this? Cora, rather bid me ſtrike this ſword into 
my heart. | 

Cora. No! live! live for love! for that lone” 
thou ſeckeſt; whoſe bloſſoms are to ſhoot 
from the bleeding grave of thy. betray'd and 
Navghter'd friend !—But thou haft borne to me 
the Taft words of my Alonzo ! Now hear mine 
—Sooner ſhall this boy draw poiſon. from this 
tortured breaſt—fſooner would I link me to the 
pallid corſe of the meaneſt wretch that pe- 
riſh'd with Alonzo, than he call Rolla father. 
than I call Rolla huſband ! 3 | 

Rol. Vet call me what I am——thy friend, thy 
protector | 

Cora. (Difiraftedly.) Away! I have no Din = 
tor but my God !—With this child in my arms 
will J haſten to the field of laughter There with 
" theſe hands will I turn up to the light every man- 
gled body —ſeeking, howe'er by death disfigur d. - 
the ſweer ſmile of my Alonzo:—with frarful cries l 
will chriek out his name till my. veins ſaap! If the 


ſcnalleſt 


% 
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ſmalleſt fpark of life remains, he will know the 
voice of his Cora, open for a moment his un- 
ſhrouded eyes, and bleſs me with a laſt look: 


But if we find him not—Oh! then, my boy, we 
will to the Spaniſh camp—that look of thine + 


will win me paſſage through a thouſand ſwords— 


They too are men.— 1s there a heart that could 


drive back the wife that ſeeks her bleeding buſ- 


band; or the innocent babe that cries for his im- 


prifon'd father ? No, no, my child, every where 
we ſhall be ſafe.— A wretched mother bearing 2 
poor orphan in her arms, has Nature's pale. 
through the world, Yes, yes, my ſon, we'il go. 
and ſeek wy father,  _ [Exit with the Child. 
Rol. (Aſter a panſe of agitation.) Could 1 Bn 
therited one breath of thy reproaches, Cora, 
ſhould be the wretch—1 think I was not formed 
be. Hex ſafety muſt be my preſent purpoſe 


then to convince her ſhe has wronged n me ! LES. 


I 


SCENE III. 
Pizarro s 7. ent. 


Przanno, travei ſong no the ſeene i in gloomy and furious 
agitation. 


wen, capricious idol, Fortune, be my ruin 


hy work and boaſt. To myſelf 1 will {till be 


true, —Yet ere I fall, grant me thy ſmile to pro- 
ſper in one act of Vengeance, and be chat {mile 
Alonzo's death. 


Enter Fs VIRA. 


Who's there ? who dares in:rude ? W = does 
my guard neglect their duty? 
| 'El to. Your guard did what they could but 


they 


* Y 8 * 
"a 
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i they knew their duty better than to enforce au- 


thority, when I refuſed obedience. 
Pig. And what is it you deſire? 


Elo. Yo ſee how a hero bears misfortune. 


| Thou, Pizarro, art not now eee thy- 
eh... 


Pig. Wouldſt thow 1 mould rejoice that the - 


Ge of the enemy, led by accurs'd Alonzo, have 
picrced the braveſt hearts of my followers ? 

Ev. No ll would have thee cold and dark 
as the night that follows the departed ſtorm; 
ſtill and {al len as the awful pauſe that precedes 


Nature's convulſion: yer J would have thee feel 


aſſured that a new morning ſhall ariſe, when the 
warrior's ſpirit [hall talk forth nor f bear the fu- 
ture, nor lament the paſt. 

Piz. Woman! Elvira! — Why bad not all 
my men hearts like thine? 

Elv. Then would thy brows have this day 
worn the crown of Quito. 
Piz. Oh! hope tails me while that ſcourge of 

my life and fame, Alonzo, leads the enemy. 

_- £tv. Pizarro, I am come to probe the hero 


farther : not now his courage, but his magnani- 


mity - Alonzo is your Priſoner, 

Piz. How! 

El. Tis certain; Valverde 8 Tay even 
now dragged in chains within your camp. T 
' choſe to bring you the intelligence myſelf. 

Piz. Bleſs thee, Elvira, for the news !—Alonze 


in my power |—then I' am the conqueror-——the 


victory is MINE | 


lv. Pizarro, this is md and unmanly 
triumph. Believe me, you raiſe impætience in 
my mind to ſee the man whoſe valour, and 


whoſe genius, awe Pizarro; whoſe misfortunes 
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are Pizarro's triumph; whoſe bondage is Pi- 


ra ro's ſafety. 


Pis. Guard !—(Enter Guard )—Drag here the | 
Spaniſh priſoner, Alonzo ! ! — Quick brine tbe 


traitor here. 1 0 N Guard. 


Ele. What ſhall be 950 fate? | 
Piz. Death! death! in lingering torments! 
protracted to the laſt ſtretch chat burning ven- 
geance can deviſe, and fainting life ſuſtain. © 
Elv. Shame on thee! Wilt thou have it ſaid 


that the Peruvians found Pizarro could not 


conquer till Alonzo felt chat he could murder? 
Piz. Be it ſaid—T care not. His fate is ſealed. 
Elo. Follow then thy will: bur mark me; if 


balely thou doſt ſhed the blood of this brave 


youth, Elvira's loft to thee for ever. | 
Piz. Why this intereſt for a ſtranger ? W hat 


'& Alonzo's fate to thee ? 


Ely. His fate nothing thy glory, every 


1 !|—Think*i thou I could love thee itript of, 
fame, of honour, and a uſt renown Know me 


beiter. ! 
Piz. Thou ſhouldſt hive known ME better. 
Thou ſhouldſt have known, that, once provoked 
to hate, ] am for ever fad in vengeance.— 


(Alonzo is brought in, in chains, guar Jed. Elvira 


obferves him with attention and admiration. )—Wel- 
come, welcome, Don Alonzo de Molina; tis 
long fince we have met: thy mended looks 
ſhould ſpeak a life of rural indolence. How 
is it that amid the toils and cares of war thou 
doſt preſerve the healthful bloom of carelets 
eaſe? Tell me thy ſecret. 

Al. Thou wilt not profit by it. Whate'er the 
toils or cares of war, peace ſtill is lere. 0 Putting 


his _ to his can! 22 | 
Piz. 


land? 


again 
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Piz. Sarcaſtic boy! 0 | 
Ev. Thou art anſwered rightly. Why ſpore 
| with the unfortunate ? - 

Piz. And thou art wedded too, I hear; aye, 
and the father of a lovely boy the heir, no 
doubt, of all his father 8 loyalty ; of all his mo- 
ther's faith. 

Al. The heir, TA of all his father's ſcorn 
ok traud, oppreſſion, and hypocriſy—the heir, I 
hope, of all his mother's virtue, gentleneſs, and 
truth---the heir, I am ſure, to all Pizarro's bate. 

Piz. Really! Now do I feel for this poor or- 
phan ; for fatherleſs to-morrow's ſun ſhall fee 
that child. Alonzo, thy hours are numbered. 

Elv. Pizarro—no ! 

Piz. Hence—or dread my anger. 

_ Ely, | will not hence; nor do I dread thy 
anger, . : 

Al. Generous lovelineſs! ſy pare thy unavail- 
ing pity. Seek not to thwart the tiger with his 
prey beneath his fangs. ; 
Piz. Audacious rebel! Thou renegado from 

thy monarch and thy God ! 1 
. Al. Tis falſe. | 
Pig. Art thou not, tell me, a deſerter from 
thy country's legions—and, with vile heathens 
leagued, haſt thou not warred againſt wy native 


Al. No! Deſerter I am none ! I was not born 
among robbers! pirates! murderers! — When 
| thoſe legions, lured by the abhorred luſt of gold, 
and by thy foul ambition urged, forgot the ho- 
nour of Caſtihans, and forſook the duties of hu- 
manit x THEY deſerted ME. I have not warred 
5 my native land, but againſt thoſe who, 
bare uſurped its Power. T he banners of my 
G country, 
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country, when firſt ] followed arms beneath them, 
were Juſtice, Faith, and Mercy. If theſe are 
beaten down and trampled under foot have 
no country, nor exiſts the power entitled to re- 
proach me with revolt. 

Pig. The power to judge and puniſh thee OE 
leaſt exiſts. 

At. Where are my Judg es? | 

Piz. Thou wouldſt ane to the war council? | 

Al. If the good Las. Caſas have yet a feat 
there, yes; if not, L appeal to Heaven! 
Pix. And to impoſe. upon the folly of Las- 
Caſas, what would be the excuſes of thy treaſon? 
+ Elv. The folly of Las-Caſas!---Such, doubt- 
leſs, his mild precepts ſeem to thy hard-hearted 
wiſdom I- -O! would 1 might have lived as 1 
will die, a ſharer in the follics of Las-Caſas! _ 

A. To bim I ſhould not need to urge the 
foul barbatities which drove me from your ſide; 
but 1 would gently lead him by the hand through 
all the lovely fields of Quito; there, in many a 
Ipot where late was barrenneſs and waſte, I 
would ſhow him bow now the opening bloſſom, 
blade, or perfuined bud, ſweet baſhful pledges of 
delicious harveſt, wafting their incenſe to the 
ripening ſun, give chearful promiſe to the hope 
of induſtry. This, I would ſay, is my work! 
| Next I ſhould tell how hurtful cuſtoms, and ſu- 
| perſtitions ſtrange and ſullen, would often ſcatter 
and diſmay the credulous minds of theſe deluded 
| |Jnnocents; and then would I point out to him 
where now, in cluſtered villages, they live like 
brethten, ſocial and confiding, while through 
the burning day Content fits baſking on the cheek 
of Toil, till laughing Paſtime leads them to the 

our of I | too is mine And prouder 
e 8 yet. 
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yet- at that ill pauſe between exertion and re- 
| poſe, belonging not to paſtime, labour, or to 
reſt, but unto Him who ſanctions and ordains 
them all, I would ſhow him many an eye, and 
many a hand, by. gentleneſs from error won, 
raiſed in pure devotion to the true and only 
God! L this too I could tell him is 4lonzo's 
007k !---Then would Las-Caſas claſp me in his 
aged arms; from his uplifted eyes a tear of 
gracious thankfulneſs would fall upon my head, 
and that one bleſſed drop would be to me 
at once this world's beſt proof, that I had afted 
rightly here, and ſureſt hope of my Creator's. 
mercy and reward hereafter. : | 
Ek. Happy, virtuous Alonzo! And thou, 
Pizarro, wouldſt appal with fear of death a man 


: . who thinks and acts as he does! 


Piz. Daring, obſtinate enthuſialt ! But know 
the pious bleſſing of thy preceptor's tears does not 
await thee here: he has fled like thee—like 

thee, no doubt, to join the foes of Spain. The 
perilous trial of che next reward you hope, is 
nearer than perhaps you've thought; for, by 
my country 's wrongs, and by mine Own, to- 
morrow's ſun ſhall ſee thy death. _ 

Etv. Hold !—Pizarro—hear me !—If not al- 
ways July, at leaſt act always greatly. Name 
not thy country's wrongs---'tis plain they have 
no ſhare in thy reſentment. Thy fury gainſt 
this youth is private hate, and deadly perſonal _ 
revenge; if this be ſo—and even now thy de- 
tected conſcience in that look ayows it—profane 

not the name of juſtice or thy country's cauſe, 
but let him arm, and bid him to the field on. 
equal terms. : | 
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Pi. Officious advocate for treaſon—peace ! 
— Bear him hence—he knows his ſentence. 
Al. Thy revenge is eager, and I'm thankful | 
| for It---to me thy haſte is mercy, For thee, 
ſweet pleader in misfortunc's cauſe, accept my 
parting thanks. This camp is not thy proper 
ſphere. Wert thou among yon ſavages, as they 
are called, thou'dſt find COMPANIONS TONE de 
genial to thy hearr. 

Piz. Yes; ſhe fhall bear the ridings of thy 
death to Cora. 

A. Inhuman man! tkat pang at eaſt might 
have been ſpared me; but thy malice ſhall not 
ſhake my conſtancy. I go to death---many 
| ſhall bleſs, and none will curſe my memory. 
Thou ſtill wilt Ive, and ſtill wilt be—Ptzarro. 
ö I [Exit guarded. 

Ele. Niko by the indignant {corn that burns 
upon my cheek, my ſoul is ſhamed and. 7 
at the meanneſs of thy vengeance. 

Piz. What has thy romantic folly aimed at ? 
He is mine enemy, and in my power. 

Elv. He is in your power, and therefore is no 
more an enemy. Pizarro, I demand not of thee 
virtue I aſk not from thee nobleneſs of mind- 
I require only juſt dealing to the fame thou haſt 
acquired; be not the aſſaſſin of thine own 
renown. | How often have you ſworn that the 
ſacrifice which thy wondrous valour's high 

report had won you from ſubdued Elvira, was 
the proudeſt triumph of your fame? Thou 
knoweſt | bear a mind not cat in the common 
mould not formed for tame ſequeſtered love--- 
content mid houtchold cares to prattle to an 
iclle offspring. and wait the dull delight of an 
obſcure lover's kindneſs-F-no! my beart was 
1 / __ framed. 
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framed to look up with awe and homage to the 
object it adored ; my ears to own no muſic but 
the thrilling records of his praiſe; my lips to 
ſcorn all babbling but the tales of his achieve- 
ments; my brain to turn giddy with delight, 
reading the applauding tributes of his monarch's 
and his country's. gratitude; my every faculty © 
throb with tranſport, while 1 heard the ſhouts of 
acclamation wh announced the coming of my 
| hero; my whole ſoul to love him with devotion! 


with enthuſiaſm] to ſec no other object to own 


no other tie---but to make HIM my worLD!. 
Thus to love is at leaſt no common weakneſs. 
--Pizarro vas not ſuch my love tor thee? 
Piz. It was, Elvira! 
Ele. Then do not make me hateful to myſelf; 
by tearing off the maſk at once — baring the 
- hideous impoſture that has undone me D 
not an at which, howe'er thy preſent power 
may gloſs it to the war Id, will make thee hate- 
ful to all future EO and ſcorned by 
poſtet ity. 
Piz. And ſhould poſterity applaud my deeds, | 
chink'ſt thou my mouldering bones would rattle 
then with tranſport in my tomb ?—This is re- 
nown for viſionary Boys to dream of—I under- 
ſtand it not. The fame I value ſhall uplift my 
living eftimation—o'erbear with popular ſupport 
the eavy of my foes advance my purpoles, ang | 
aid my power, 
lv. Each word thou ſpeakeſt—each moment 
that | hear hin e the fatal miſt through 
which I've judged thee. Thau man of mighty 
name, but little foul, I foe thou wert not born 
to feel what genuine fame and glory are—yes, 
prefer the flattery of thy own fleeting 1 to the 
_ 
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bright circle of a deathleſs name yes, prefer 
10 ftare upon the grain of ſand on which you 
trample, to muſing on the ſtarred canopy above 
thee. Fame, the | tovereign deity of proud am- 
bition, is not to be worthipped ſo: who ſeeks 
alone for living bomage, ſtands a mean canvaſſer 
in her temple's porch, wootng promiſcuoufly 
from the fickle breath of every Weich that paſſes, 
the brittle tribute of his praiſe. He dares not 
approach the ſacred altar—no noble ſacrifice of 
bis is placed there, nor ever ſhall his worthip'd 
knage, fix'd above, claim for his memory a glo- 
nous immortality. 

Pix. Elvira, leave me. | 
Ev. Pizarro, you no Jonger love me. 

Piz. It is not ſo, Elvira. But what might I | 
not ſuſpect— this wondrous intereſt for a firan- _ 
ker fake back thy reproach. - 
Elv. No, Pizarro; as yet I am not Joſt to 
you—one ſtring till remains, and binds me to 
your fate. Do not, I conjure you—do not for 
thine own ſake, tear it atunder — ſhed. not 
 Alofizo's blood! | | 
Piz. My reſolution 's fixed. | 
Ev. Nen though that moment loſt you Elvira 

fo ever ? . 

Pix. Even fo. 

v. Pizarro, if not to horiour, if not to hu- 
manity, yet liſten to affetion ; bear ſome mes 
mot y of the ſacrificcs * 175 ave made for thy ſake. 
Have I not fer thee quitted my parents, my 
friends, my fame, 1 my native land? When 
, did I not riſk in ruſhing to thy arms 
to bury myſelf in the boſom of the deep? Have 
F not ſhared all thy perils, heavy forms at ſea, | 
and * 'tcapes on more? Even on this 

| dreadful 
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dreadful _ amid the rout of battle, who re · 
mained firm and conſtant at Pizarro's ſide? Who 
preſented her boſom as his ſhield to the aſlailing | 
goes 95 
Piz. Tis truly 8 all. In love thou aſk 
thy ſex's miracle—in war the ſoldier's pattern 
and therefore my whole heart and half my ac- 
quifitions are thy right. 

Elv. Convince me 1 poſſeſs the firſt—1 « I'S 

cha inge all title to ihe latter, for—mexcy a 

Alonzo. | 

Piz. No more —Had intended to e 5 

his doom, each word thou urtereſt now would 

haſten on his fate. 

Elo. Alonzo then at morn will die? | 
Piz. Think'ſt thou yon ſun will let? — As : 
| ſurely at his riſing ſhall Alonzo die. 

Elo. Tben be it done—the ftring is crack'd 
. for ever. But mark me thou haſt ' 
| heretofore had cauſe, tis true, to doubt my re- 

ſolution, howe' er offended - but mark me now 
the lips which, cold and jeering, barbing re- 
venge with rancorous mockery, can inſult a 
fallen enemy, ſhall never more receive the pledge 
of love: the arm which, unſhaken by its bloody 
purpoſe, ſhall aſſign to needleſs torture the 
victim who avows his heart, never more ſhall 
| preſs the hand of faith !—Pizarro, ſcorn not my 
words beware you ſlight them not l feel how 
noble are the motives which now animate my 
thoughts—who could not feel as I do, I condemn 
— who, feeling ſo, yet zv0uld not act as I SHALL, I 

deſpiſe! _ : 

| Piz, (After a pauſe, looking at her with an 
Affected ſmile of contempt.) ] have heard thee, 
Elvira, and know well the noble motives which 
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inſpire thee— fit advocate in virtue's . 


Believe me, I pity thy tender feelings for the 


youth Alonzo He dies at ſun-riſe! [ Exit. 


Ev. Tis well! *tis juſt I ſhould be humbled 


Al had forgot myſelf, and in the cauſe of in- 


nocence aſſumed the tone of virtue. »Twas fit 


1 ſhould be rebuked—and by Pizarro. Fall, 


fall, ye few reluctant drops of weakneſs—the 


lat theſe eyes ſhall ever ſhed. How a woman 
can love Pizarro, thou haſt known too well 


how ſhe can hate, thou haſt yet to learn. Yes, 
thou undaunted! Thou, whom yet no mortal 
hazard has appalled ! Thou, who on Panama's 
brow didſt make alliance with the raving ele- 
ments, that tore the filence of that horrid night 
hen thou didſt follow, as thy pioneer, the 


craſhing thunder's drift, and ſtalking o'er the 


trembling earth, didſt plant thy banner by the 


red volcano's mouth ! Thou, who when battling 


on the fea, and thy brave ſhip was blown to 


. plinters, waſt ſeen — as thou didſt beſtride a 5 


ö 


* 


8 of the ſmoking wreck—to wave thy 
glittering ſword above thy head as thou wouldſt 
defy the world in that extremity ! — Come, 
fearleſs man now meet the laſt and felleſt peril 
of thy life meet! and furvive—an injured wo- 


man's fury, if thou cant. „ . 


END OF THE THIRD ACT, 


"ACT. 
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ACT IV. 
_ 1. 


5 4 Dungeon i in the Rock; near the Spanib Camp. _ 
ALONZO in Chains, —A Centinel waiking Hear 
the Entrance. 


OR 4. laſt time, 1 1 Rebel 2 
ſhadow'd ocean cloſe upon the lig at. — 
For the laſt time, thro' my cleft dungeon's Of, 
I now behold the quivering luſtre of the ſtars, — 
For the laſt time, O ſun ! (and ſoon the hour) 1 
| ſhall behold thy riſing, and thy level beams 
melting the pale miſts of morn to glittering dew. 
drops. Then comes my death, and in the morniug 
of my day, I fall, which---No, Alonzo, date nottie 
life which thou haſt run, by the mean reck ning of 
the hours and days, which thou haſt breath'd : A 
life ſpent worthily ſhould be meaſured by a nobler 
line by deeds not years Then woud'ſt thou 
murmur not but bleſs the Providence, which in fo 
ſhort a ſpan, made THEE the inſtrument of wide and 
ſpreading bleſſings, to the helpleſs and oppreſs d! 
Tho' ſinking in decrepid age AE prematu.ely 
falls, whoſe memory records no benefit conferred by 
him on man: They only have lived long, who 
have lived virtuouſly, 


1 
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Enter a Soldier — ſhewos the Centinel a alben, who 
WIPAraws.. | 


Alonzo. What bear you there! 5 
Sol. Theſe refreſhments 1 was order d. to leave | 
in your dungeon. 
Al. By whom order'd ? 
Ful. By the lady Elvira; ſhe will be here 8 
| ſelf before the dawn. 
Al. Bear back to her my humbleſt ks; 2 and 
take thou the retreſhments, friend—1 need them 
nol: -- - 
Jol. I have ſerved under you, Don Alonz0.— 
Pardon my ſaying, that iny heart pities you. 
| Eri. 
PN In Pizarro's camp, to pity the unfortunate, 
no doubt requires forgiveneſs. —{ Looking out) Sure- 
ly, even now, thin ſtreaks of glimmering light 
ſteal on the darkneſs of the Eaſt.— If ſo, my life i is 
but one hour more.—] will not watch the coming 


dawꝛn; but in the darkneſs of my cell, my laſt 


prayer to thee, Power Supreme ! ſhall be for my 
wife and child !—Grant them to dwell in inno- 
cence and peace; grant health and purity of 
mind—all elſe his worthleſs. (Enters the Cavern.) 
Cent. Who's there : 8 anſwer quickly ! who! I 
theſe? 


Rol. A Friar, « come to viſit your Priſoner. 


i enters, diſgviſed as a Monk. 


S Infdrth me, friend Is not Alonzo, the 
Spabiſh priſoner, confined | in this dungeon ? ? 
Gen. He js: - 1 
Rol. 1 muſt * with bim. | 
| > Cote 
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Cen. You muſt not. 

Rol. He is my friend. 7 5 
Cent. Not if he were your brother. 
Rol. What is to be his fate? 

Cen. He dies at ſun-riſe. 

Kol. Ha!—then I am come in time. 

Cen. Juſt to witneſs his death. 

Kol. Soldier I muſt ſpeak with him. 
Cent. Back, — back. — It is impoſſible! 
Kol. 1 do entreat you, but for one moment 

Cen. You entreat in vain—my orders are moſt 
ſtrict. | 

Rol. Even now, ſaw a meſſenger go hence. 

Cen. He brought a paſs, which we are all ac- 

cuſtomed to obey. 

Kol. Look on this wedge of cafes gold look 

on theſe precious gems.— In thy own land they 

will be wealth for thee and thine, beyond thy 
hope or wiſh, Take them— they are es 

me but paſs one minute with Alonzo. i 

Cen. Away !—woud'ſt thou corrupt me:! A 

Me I-an old Caſtilian I know my duty better. 

Rol. Soldier !—haſt thou a wife! 18 | 

Gen. bane. : 
Rol. Haſt thou children? 
Cen. Four honeſt, lively boys. 
Kol. Where did'ſt thou leave them? 
Cen. In my native village — even in the cot 
where myſelf was born. 
Rol. Do'ſt thou love thy children and thy wife ? - 
Cen. Do 1 love them! God knows my ae 

I do. | ; 

„ Soldier! imagine thou wer't G to 
die a cruel death in this ſtrange land — What 
would be thy laſt N ? 

1 2 
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© en. Thar ſome of my comrades thould carry 
ni 4:ing bleſſing to my wife and children. 

Rol. Oh! but if that comrade was at thy pri- 
bn -:te—and ſhould there be told thy fellow. 
licher dies at ſun-rifſe,—yet thou ſhalt not for a 
moment fee him nor ſhalt thou bear his dying 
Lietnng to his poor children or his wretched wife, 
nt wouldiſt thou think of him, who thus 
cbu'd drive thy comrade from the door ? 55 

Cn. How! | 

' Rol. Alonzo has a wiſe and child—I am come 
but to receive for ber, and for her 12867 the laſt 
bleſſing of my trend. | 

Ces. Go in.—(etires.) : | 

Kol. Ob! holy Nature! thou do'ſt never er plead 
in vai There is not, of our earth, a creature 
bearing form, and life, human or ſavage—native | 
ot the foreſt wild, or giddy air—around whoſe 
parent boſom, rhou haſt not a cord entwined of 
power to tie them to their offspring's claims, and 
at thy will to draw them back to thee. On iron 
pennons borne the blood-ſtain'd vulture, cleaves 
the ftorm—yer, is the plumage cloſeſt to her 
| heart, ſoft as the Cygnet's down, and Oer her un- 
ſhell'd brood, the murmuring ring-dove fits not 
more gently \—Yes—now he is beyond the porch, 
b the outer gate! Alonzo !—Alonzo my 
friend! Ha - in gentle ſleep !—Alonzo—riſe !_ 
Ai. How!—ls my hour elaps'd Well, 885 
turning from the receſs,) 1 am ready. 

Rol. Alonzo,—know me. 

A. What voice is that? 

Kol. Tis Rolla's. „„ 
Al. Rolla!—my friend! — / Embraces him. 
Heavens ! how could' ſt thou paſs the guard? Did 
this babit— - 
. C⁸³ͤl‚ oF 
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Rol. There is not a moment to be loft i in words; 
this diſguiſe 1 tore from the dead body of a 
Friar, as I paſs'd our field of battle—it has gain'd 
me entrance to thy qungeon now take it thou, 


and fly. 
Al. And Rolla- 
Kol. Will remain here in © hate: | 


Al. And die for me No- Rather Fe” 


tortures rack me. 
Ro. I ſhall not FRY Alonzo.— It i is ; thy life Pi- 


zarro ſeeks, not Rolla's and from my priſon ſoon 
will thy arm deliver me ;—or, ſhoyld it be other- 


wifſe—T am as a blighted Plantain ſtanding: alone 


amid the ſandy e eee ſeeks or lives be- 
neath my ſhelter Thou art a huſband, and a fa- 
ther The being of a lovely wife and helpleſs i in- 
fant hang upon thy life Go !—Go !—Alonzo !— 


Go—to ſave—not thyſelf — but Cora, and IF 


I child ! 1— 


par d to die in peace. 


Rol. To die in peace —devoting her you've 
ſworn to live for, — to madneſs, miſery, and death! 
For, be aſſured - the ſtate left her i in forbids all | 


hope, but from thy quick return. 
Ml. Oh! God! 

Rol. If thou art yet irreſolute, Aleusd- 
heed me well. —I think thou haſt not known that 
Rolla ever pledg'd his word, and ſhrunk from its 


fulfilment.—And, by the heart of truth I ſwear, 


if thou art proudly obſtinate to deny thy friend 
the tranſport of preſerving Cora's life, in thee,— 
no power that ſways the will of man ſhall ſtir me 
hence ;—and thou'lt but have the deſperate tri- 
pmph, of ſeeing Rolla 2 of thy ſide, — with 


Al. Urge me not thus, my friend—I had pre- | 


the 
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| the affur'd conviction, chat Cora, and hy child. 


are loſt for ever. 
Al: Oh! Rolla you diſtract me! 


Rol. A moment's further pauſe, and all is 1 5 


The dawn approaches Fear not for me—I will 
treat with Pizarro as for ſurrender and ſubmiſſion; 
I ſhall gain time, doubt not while thou, with 


à choſen band, paſſing the ſecret way, may'ſt at | 


| 


mght return — releaſe thy friend, and bear him 
back in triumph. —Yes—haſten—dear Alonzo !— 
Even .now I hear the frantic Cora call hee ! 


Haſte ! Haſte !-Haſte ! 


| Ml. Rolla, I fear your friendſhi P drives me from 
honour, and from right. 
Rol. Did Rolla ever counſel diſhonour to ls 
friend ? 1 

A. Oh! my preſerver !—(Embracing him. K 

Kol. I feel thy warm tears dropping on my 


cheek—Go!—l am rewarded—{Throws the Friar's 


garment over Alonzo.}J—There!— conceal thy face; 
andthat they may not clank, hold faſt thy chains— 


Now — God be with thee ! 


Al. At night we meet again. „ 15 ; 


me Heaven f I return to eee with 


thee! - | Exit. 
Kol. (alone. He has paſs” d the outer porch—He 


| is fafe !—He will ſoon embrace his wife and child! 


— Now, Cora, did'ſt thou not wrong me? This 
is the firſt time throughout my life I ever deceived 
man—Forgive me, God of truth! if I am wrong— 


Alonzo flatters himfelf that we ſhall meet again — 


 Yes—There! / lifting his hands to heaven) aſſuredly, 


ve ſhall meet again: — there poſſeſs in peace, the 


Joys of everlaſting love, and friendſhip—on earth, 


imperfect, and embitter'd.— will retire, leſt the 
3 04 return * Alonzo may have paſs'd their 
J [ Retires into the . 


Enter ELVIRA. 


Elv. No- not Pizarro's brutal taunts—not the 
glowing admiration which J feel for this noble 


youth, (hall raiſe an intereſt in my harraſs'd boſom 
which honour would not ſanction. If he reject 


the vengeance my heart has ſworn againſt the ty- 
rant, whoſe death alone can fave this land yet, 


ſhall the delight be mine to reſtore him to his Co- 
ra's arms, to his dear child, and to the unoffend- 


ing people, whom his virtues mes, and valour 
guards. —Alonzo, come forth! 


"Rater Rota. | 


Ha who art chou Where! is Alonzo! 7. 
Kol. Alonzo's fled. | 


 Elv, Fled 


Rol. Yes—and he n not be purſaed—Par- 


don this roughnels, (ſeizing her band). but a mo- 
ment's precious to Alonzo's flight. 
Elv. What if I call the guard 5 „ 
Rol. Do ſo — Alonzo till gains time. | 


Elv. What it thus I free myſelf! 2 (Slerus 4E 


dagger.) 
. Strike it to my Peart Still, with the con- 
vulſive graſp of death, Þlt hold thee faſt. 


_  Ebv. Releaſe me—1 give my faith, I 3 will 
alarm the guard, nor cauſe purſuit. 


Rol. At once, I truſt thy word A feeling 5 0 


neſs in thoſe eyes affures me that thy ſoul is. 
noble. 
Elp. What is thy name? Speak freely By my 


order the guard is remov'd beyond the outer porch. 
_ My name is Rolla. | 


S * 2 1 
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| Elo. The Peruvian Leader? | 
Rol. I was fo yeſterday—To-day, the Spaniard's 5 
captive. | 
© Elv. And friendſhi P for Alonzo, moved thee to 
this at? 


Kol. Alonzo is my friend am prepared to . - 


for him. Yet is the cauſe a Motive 8 far 


than friendſhip. _ 

Ev. One only paſſion elſe could urge ſuch ge⸗ 
nerous raſhneſs. 
Kol. And that 1s - „ - 

_ Elo. Love? „ 8 : 

Kol. True! Ss 5 

Ele. Gallant |—ingenuous Rolla Kno- that 


| my purpoſe here was thine and were I to fave | 
thy friend | 


Rol. How !—a woman bleſs'd with gentleneſs, 


and courage, and yet not Cora! 


Elv. Does Rolla think lo meanly of all female 5 


hearts? 


are 


Kol. Not ſo—you are worſe and better than we 


Ev. Were I to ſave thee, Rolla, from che 
tyrant's vengeance—reſtore thee to thy native land 


' —and thy native land to peace -would'ſt thou 


8 bs 
—— — —— 


not rank Elvira with the good ? 
Rol. To Judge the Ws I muſt know the 


| means. 


Elv. Take this dagger. 
Rol. How to be uſed ? | 
Elv. I will conduct thee fo the tent ©whers fell 


Pizarro fleeps—The ſcourge of innocence the 
terror of thy race— the fiend, that deſolates 2 


afflicted country. 
Rol. Have * not been * d by Pizarro A 


El. | 
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lo. Deeply as ſcorn and inſult can infuſe their 

deadly Venoin. 

” * And you aſk that 1 hall murder bib in his  _ 
eep x 
ho Would he not have madden Alonzo in 

his chains? He that ſleeps, and he that's bound, 

are equally defenceleſs. Hear me, Rolla—ſo may 

I proſper in this perilous act as ſearching my full 

| heart, I have put by all rancorous motive of pri- 

vate vengeance there, and feel that I advance to 
my dread purpoſe in the cauſe of human nature, 
and at the call of ſacred juſtice. 

Kol. The God of Juſtice ſanctifies no evil as 

a ſtep towards good. Great actions cannot be 

achieved by wicked means. 

Elv. Then, Peruvian ! fince thou do'ſt feel ſo 

_ coldly for thy country's wrongs, this hand, tho” 

it revolt my foul, ſhal] ſtrike the blow. | 55 

Kol. Then is thy deſtruction certain, and for 
Peru thou periſheſt Give me the dagger! 

Nl. Now follow me ;—but fir ſt and dreadful 

is the hard neceffity—you muſt ſtrike down the 

guar: | | 

Rol. The ſoldier who was on duty. bete! 1 

Elv. Yes, him—äelse, leeing thee, the alarm | 

will be inſtant... ; 

Rol. And I muſt ſtab that foldier as I paſs 2 — 

Take back thy dagger. b e 
Elu. Rolla! | 
Rol. That foldier, mak me, is a ka 

are not men that bear the human form. He re- 

fus'd my prayers—refus'd my gold—denying to 

admit me—rlll his own feelings brib'd him. For 

my nation's ſafety, I would not harm that man! 

Elo. Then he muſt with us—1 will auſwer ä 

his latety. 5 | | i 

Fa Rel. 
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ol Be that Waal underſtood 9 us: — 


. whate'er betide our enter prize, I will not riſk _ 


aà hair of that man's head, to lave my hearifiripge 
from * fire. 3 


[Exeunt. 


' SCENE III. 


The inſide of Pizarro's Text. — Pizarro on a 8805 
= 0 diftur bed ſleep. 


Pix. {in bis fleep. ) No mercy, traitor. Now at 


his heart Stand off there, you Let me fee him 


bleed !—Ha ! ha ! ha Let me hear that groan 


_ 


Enter RoLLA PRE ELvInA. 


— There Nou, loſe not a moment. | 
| Rai. You muſt leave me now. —'This icene of 


blood fits not a woman's preſence. 


Ev. But a moment's pauſe may 
Rol. Go! Retire to your own tent and return 


not here Iwill come to you Be thou not known 
in this buſineſs, I implore you! 


Elo. 1 will withdraw the guard that waits. 
Exit Elvira. 


Nl. Now have 1 in my power the accurs'd de- 
firoyer of my country's peace: yet tranquilly he 


reſts.—God !—can this man fleep ? 


Pix. (iu his ſleep.) Away away !—Hideous 
beads :—Tear not my boſom thus! 


Ral. No: I was in error the balm of ſweet 


repoſe he never more can know. Look here, am- 


bition's fools !—Ye, by whoſe inhuman pride, the 
bleeding ſacrifice of nations is held as nothing 


- behold the reſt of the guilty ! —He is at my mercy. 


—and one blow !—No!—my heart a d hand re- 


qc the act: Rolla caanot be an aſſaſſin Let 
Elvira 


- 
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Elvira muſt be ſaved ! { Approaches the Couch. } Piz- | 


zaro ! awake 

Pix. (Starts up.) Who ?—Guard !— 

Fol. Speak eee word is thy death--- 
Call not for aid this arm will be ſwifter chan 
thy guard. 

Piz. Who art thou! : and what is thy will > 
Rol. I am thine enemy! Peruvian Rola! 
Thy death is not my will, or 1 could have lain 

thee ſleeping. 

Piz. Speak, what elſe 

Kol. Now thou art at my mercy—anſwer me! 
Did a Peruvian ever yet wrong or injure thee, or 


any of thy nation? Didft thou, or any of thy 


nation, Ever yet ſhew mercy to a Peruvian i in your 


power ? Now ſhalt thou feel—and if thou haſt a 


heart, thou'lt feel it keenly!- -a Peruvian's venge- 

ance! / Drops the dagger at his feet) There! 
Pig. Is it poſhble 1 (Walks afide confounded.) 
Rol. Can Pizarro be ſurpriſed at this ? /] thought 

_ Forgiveneſs of Injuries had been the Chriſtian's 


precept— Thou ſecſt, at leaft, it is the Peruvian's 


practice. 
Pix. Rolla—thou haſt. indeed, Gra d—ſub- 
dued me. (Walks again afide as in  irrefolute N / 


Re. enter ELVIRA, (not 1 Pio * 


Ev. Is it done? Is he dead ? {Sees Pizarro) 
How !—ftill living! Then I am loſt! And for 


you, wretched Peruvians ! mercy is no more — 
Ob! Rolla! treacherous, or cowardly t — 
Piz. How can it be, that VVV 
.Rol. Away Elvira ſpeaks ſhe "PII not what ! 
Leave me (70 Elvira) I conjure you, with Pizarro. 


Elv. How ee do'lt thou think I ſhall re- 


J tit | 
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| tel or that 1 meanly will 13 that in chy | 


hand I plac'd a poignard to be plung'd into that 
tytant's heart? No: my ſole regret is, that I truſt- 


ed to thy weakneſs, and did not ſtrike the blow 
my ſelf.— Too ſoon thou'lt learn that mercy to 


that man is direſt cruelty to all thy race! 
Pis. Guard! quick! a guard, to ſeize this fran. 


: tic woman. | 


Ele. Yes, a guard! I call chem too! And fob 


I know they'll lead me to my death. But think 


not, Pizarro, the fury of thy flaſhing eyes ſhall 


awe me for a moment Nor think that woman's 


anger, or the feelings of an i jur'd heart, prompted 


me to this deſigen No! Had I been only influ- 
enced ſo thus failing, ſhame and remorſe 
would weigh me down. But tho' defeated and 
deſtroyed, as now I am, ſuch is the greatneſs of 
the cauſe that urged me, I ſhall periſh, glorying 
in the attempt, and my laſt breath of life ſhall 
ſpeak'the proud avowal of my purpoſe---to have 
reſcued millions of innocents from the blood- 


thirſty tyranny of ous---by. ridding the inſulted 


World of THEE. 
Rol. Had the act been noble as the motive 
Rolla would not have ſhrunk from Its perform- 


aAnce. 


Euter Guards, 


Piz. Seize this diſcover d fond; who ſought to 
kill your Leader. 

Ev. Touch me not, at the peril of your ſouls; 
Jl am your priſoner, and will follow you. --But 


thou, their triumphant Leader, ſhalt hear me. Yet, 


firſt for thee, Rolla, accept my forgiveneſs: even 
had I been the victim of thy nobleneſs of heart, 


ſhpuld have admir 'd thee for it---But twas my ſelf 


pro» | 


A TRAGIC PLAY. _ 6 
provok d my doom Thou would ſt have ſhielded: 


me.---Ler not thy contempt follow me to the 


grave. Diaſt thou but know the ſpel]-like arts, 
by which this hypocrite firſt undermin' 4 the virtue 
of a guilelets heir: l how. even in the pious [-nc- 
ruary wherein! dwelt, by cor rupt.on. and by 


fraud, he practis'd upon thoſe in whom I moſt 


 confided---"cill | my diſtempcr'd fancy led me, ſtep 
| by itep, into the aby's of g 


Piz. Why am | not obey? 4 ?---Tear her hence! 


Elo. Tis paſt—bur didſt thou know my — | 


Rolla, thou would'ſt pity me. 


Rol. From my foul 1 do pity thee! 


Piz. Villains ! drag her to the dungeon * Mn 


pare the torture inſtantly. 

Elv. Soldiers but a moment more "Tis: to 
applaud your General—lr is to tell the aſtoniſhed 
world, that, for once, Pizarto's ſentence is, an 


act of. juſtice : Yes, rack me with the ſharpeſt 8 
tortures that ever agoniz'd the human frame; it 


will be juſtice. Ves bid the mi nions of thy 
fury wrench forth the ſinews of thoſe arms that 
have careſs'd, and 


Bid them pour W metal into the bleeding 


caſes of theſe eyes, that fo oſt oh, God I have | 
hung wich love and homage on thy looks then 


approach me bound on the abhorred wheel 


there glut thy favage eyes with the convulſive 


ſpaims of that diſhonour'd boſom, which was 
once thy pillow !—Yet, will 1 bear it all; for it 
will be juſtice, all! And when thou ſhalt bid 


them tear me to my death, hoping that thy un- 


thrinking ears may at laſt be feaſted with the 


munc ot my cries, I will not utter one ſhriek 
or a to the laſt gaſ Ps my body: $ Patience 


ſhall 


even have defended thee 1 
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amo: 


Wall deride bby: e as my ſoul deßes thy 


ey. 


Pix. { Emdeavonring to. conceal bis azitation. » 


a Hear ſt thou the wretch whoſe hands were even 


ROW Pre pared for murder? | 
Ral. Yes! And if her accuſation's Fl ſe, thou | 


«wilt. not fhrink from hearing her: if true, thy 


barbaricy cannot. make ber fuftcr the pangs thy | 
conſcience will inflict on hee. 
Eu. And now, farewell, world .- Rolla, fare- 


well . -Fare well, thou condemn'd of Heaven ! 


{ta Pizarro ; — for repentance and remorte, I. 


Enow, will never tonch thy heart.--- We ſhall meet 


again. Ha! be ir thy horror here, to know that 
_— meet hereafter ! And when thy parting hour 

raaches---hark to the knell, whoſe dreadful 
ble will ſtrike to thy de {pairing foul. Then, 


will vibrate on thy ear the curſes of. the cloiſter'd 


fant from whom you ftole me. Then. the laſt 
thrieks which burſt from my ' mother's brea! Ung 
heart, as the died, appealing to her God _: 


the ſeducer of her child! hen the blood-itifled 


gran of my muider'd. brother---murdered by. 


' thee, fell monſter !—ſceking atonement for his 


fifter's ruin'd honour.---} hear. them now ! To me, 
the recollection's madineſs!---Art. fuch an e 
what will it be to thee? 
Piz. A moment's more delay, and at the peril 
of vour lives 
Elv. I have ſpoken---and the laſt mortal frailty 
of my heart is paſt.--- And now, with an undaunted 


ſpirit, and unthiken Gamneſs; I go to meet my 


deſtiny. '» Thar I could- not Jide nobly, has been 
PizarRO's ACT. That ] will die no bly, ſhall be 
my own. [ Exit, guarded, 
Fiz. Rah 1 would not he a Warrior, 

| valiant 


A TRAGIC Pray. a 
valiant and renown'd, ſhould'ſt credit the vile 
tales of this frantic. woman. The cauſe of alli 
this fury---O! a wanton paſkon for the rebel 
youth Alonzo, now my prifoner. 

Rol. Alonzo is not now thy N 
Fix. How 
"ab I camc to WA him to deceive his 
guard—l have ſacceeded ; —L remain thy pri- 
" J0ner,. 
Piz. Alonzo fled! —Is then the vengeanee 
deareſt to my heart never to be gratified ? 
Kol. Diſmiſs ſuch paſſions | trom thy heart; then 
thou'lt conſult it's peace. | 
Piz. I can face all enemies that dare confront 
me---I cannot war againſt my nature. 
Rel. Then, Pizarro, alk not to be deentd 2 
hero To triumph o'er ourſelves, is the only o 
queſt, where fortune makes no claim, In battle, 
| 8 may ſnatch. the laurel from thee, or chance 
may place it on thy brow—but in a comteſt with 
yourſelf, be reſolute, and ns virtuous eee 
muſt be the victor. 

Pix. Peruvian ! thou ſhalt not find me to 2 | 
ungrateful, or ungenerous—Return to your cn 
trymen—You are at liberty. 

Lol. Thou do'ſt act in chis, as honour, and 25 
duty, bid thee. | 

Piz. I cannot but adrire thee, Rolla 1 G0 
we might be friends. | 

Rol. Farewell. —Pity Hur, the 
friend of virtue and thou wilt be mine. [Ex. 

Pig. Ambition! tell me what is the pPhaatom 
I have follow'd? | where is the one delight which 
it has made my own? My fame is the mark ot 
eee love the dupe of treachery—my glory 
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eclips'd by the boy 1 taugt my revenge de- 
feated and rebuked by the rude honour of a favage 
/ foe—before whoſe native digbity of ſoul I have 
\ ſunk confounded and ſubdued ! 1 would 1 cou'd 
retrace my ſteps I cannot Would I could evade 
my own reflections !---No e and me- 
mory are my Hell. 


| [Art 
| END OF THE FOURTH ACT». 


A TRAGIC PLAY. - | N 
„ V- 
' SCENE I. 


A thick Foreſt —In the back ground, a Hut almoſt. 
covered by Boughs of Trees — A dreadful Storm, 
with Thunder and Lightning. —CoRa has covered | 


her Child on a Bed of Leaves and Moſs— Her 
woe PIR is wild and diſtracted: _ 


Cora, | NATURE ! thou haſt not the firength 


of love. My anxious ſpirit is un- 


tired in its march; my wearied, ſhivering frame, 
ſinks under it. And. for thee, my boy—when 
| faint beneath thy lovely burthen, could I refuſe 
to give thy ſlumbers that poor bed of reſt! O 
my child ! were I affured thy father breathes no 
more, how quickly would I lay me down by thy 
dear fide—but down—down for ever. {Thunder 
and lightning. I aſk thee not, unpitying ſtorm ! to 
abate thy'rage, in mercy to.poor Cora's miſery ; nor 
while thy thunders ſpare his ſlumbers will I diſ- 
turb my ſleeping cherub. Though Heaven knows 
I wiſh to hear the voice of life, and feel that life is 


near me. But I will endure all while what [ have 
of reaſon holds. 


SON G. 5 
Ves, yes, be mercileſs, thou Tempeſt dire; 
Unaw'd, unſhelter'd, I thy fury brave: 
11 bare my boſom to thy forked fire, 
Let it but guide me to ALoNzo's grave ! 


Ober his pale corſe then while thy lightnings glare, 
1'l Nn his clay- cold lips, and periſh there, 


| But thou wilt wake again, my boy, 
| —_ thou'lt riſe to life and joy, 


hy father never! 


, Thy laughing eyes will meet the light, 
. Unconſcious that eternal night 
Veils his for ever. 


E "On. 


PIZARRO . 


On yon green bed of moſs there lies my child, 

Oh! ſafer lies from theſe chill'd arms apart; 

He ſleeps, ſweet lamb! nor heeds the tempeſt wild, 
Oh! ſweeter fleeps, than near this breaking heart. 


\ 
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Alas ! my babe, if thou would'ſt peaceful reſt, 
Thy cradle mult not be thy mother's breaſt. 


Vet, thou wilt wake again, my boy, 
Again thou'lt riſe to life and joy, 
Thy father never! | 
Thy laughing eyes will meet c the light, 
* | Unconſcious that eternal night 
| Veils his for ever. 
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Th: | 7 Thunder and lightning.) 
Cora, Still, till, implacable ! unfeeling ele- 
ments! yet Rill doſt thou ſleep, my ſmiling in- 
nocent ! O, death! when' wilt thou grant to this 
babe's mother ſuch repoſe? Sure I may ſhield 
© thee better from the ſtorm ; my veil may 
While "ſhe is wrapping her mantle and ber 
- veil over him, Alonzo's voice is heard at a 
WW | [| Rs great diſtance. 
| Al. Cora! 
Cora. Hah!!! riſes.) 
At. (again) Cora ! 
Cora 65 my heart! Sweet Hcaven deceive me 
| not Is it not Alonzo's voice ? 
Al. (nearer ) Cora! 
Cora. It is—it is Alonzo ! 
Al. - (nearer ſtill): Cora! my beloved! 
Cora. Alonzo lere !—here — Alonzo! 
b * out. 
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Enter two Spainif Soldiers. 


17 601. 1 tell you we are near our out · poſts, and 


the word we e heard n now was the counterſign. 
24 Sol. 


A TRAGIC LAV. 


24 Sol. Well, 3 in our eſcape from the enemy, to 


have diſcover'd their ſecret paſſage thro' the rocks, 


will prove a lucky chance to us—PIzarro will re- 


ward us. 


1/4 Sol. This way — The ſun, though clouded, is 


on our left. {Perceives the child.) What have Wwe 
here >—A child !—as I'm a ſoldier. 


24 Sol Tis a ſweet little babe. Now would | 
it be a great charity to take this infant from its 


pagan mother's power. 
1½ Sol. It would ſo--I have one at home mall 


play with it.---Come along. . akes the child. 
V  Exeunt. 


Re-enter Cox A with ALONZO. 


Co (ſpeaking without) This way, dear Alon- 


20. Now am I right—there—there—under that 


tree. Was it poſſible the inſtinct of a mother's 


| heart could miltake the ſpot ! Now will you look 
at him as he fleeps, or ſhall I bring him waking . 
with his full blue laughing eyes to welcome you 
at once Yes—yes.--Stand thou there---Fll ſnatch 
him from his roſy ſlumber, bluſhing like the per- 
fum'd morn. 
| She runs up to the ſpot, and, finding only the 
mantle and veil, which ſhe tears "From the 
ground, and the child gone, (forieks) and 
ſtands in ſpeech/e(s agony. 


loved ! 
Cora. He is gone! 
A. Eternal Gd, 5 
Cora. He is gone my child | A my child! ! 
Al. Where did you leaye him ? 5 . 
Cora. (Dajhing herſelf on the ſpot.) Here | 
Al, Be calm, beloved Cora—he has wak'd, and 
. KS et 


Al. (running to her) Cora !--my heart's be. 
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| cbr to a little diſtance we ſhall 584 him Are 


you aſſured this was the ſpot you left him in? 

Cora. Did not theſe bands make that bed, and 
| ſhelter for him ?—and 1 is not this the veil that co- 5 
vered him? | 

Al. Here is a hut yet unobſerved. 

Cora. Ha! yes, yes ! there lives the FR en that 
has rob'd me of my child (Beats at the door, ex- 
claiming) Give me back my child—reſtore to me 


my boy! 


Enter Las Casas from rhe Hut. 


| Los C. Who calls me from my wretched foli- 
rude ? 


Cora. Give me back my child /G ces into the 
but, and calls) Fernando! 


Al. Almighty powers do my bs es > decelve me ! 
las Caſas !! 


Las C. * my belov'd young friendg!«. 
Al. My rever'd inftruftor. ( Embracing.) 
Cora. (Retarn'd.) Will you embrace this man 


before he reſtores my boy ? 


Al. Alas, my frend—in what a moment of mi- 
ty do we meet ! 

Cora. Let his look is goodneſs and e — 

Good old man, have compaſſion on a wretched 


> mother—and 1 will be your ſervant while I live. — 


But do not, for pity's fake do not ſay, you have 
him not- do not ſay, you have not ſeen bim. 
KRuns into the Mood.) 

| Las C. What can this mean? 
Al. She is my wife.---Juſt reſcued from the ow 
niards? priſon, I learn'd ſhe had fled to this wild 
foreſt Hearing my voice, ſhe left the child, and 
flew to meet me—he was left Weeping under yon- | 


der tree. 


Las 


4% 
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5 Ti C How ! did you leave him e re- 
turns.) 


Cora. O, you are right id | 
mother, that I was—l left my child—I torſook 


my innocent but I will fly to the carth's brink, 
but I will find him. (Runs out.) 

Al. Forgive me, Las Caſas, I ah follow her : : 

for at night, I attempt brave Rolla's reſcue. 

Las. C. I will not leave thee, Alonzo—you 

muſt try to lead her to the right—that way hes 

your camp Wait not my infirm eps, —L follow 

thee, my friend. i Exeunt. 
7 


SCENE U. 
The Ont-Poſt of the Spanifb He —7 be back 


ground wild and rocky, with a Torrent fall uo 
down the Precipice, over which a Bridge is formed 


bya felt 4 T; re. [Trumpets found without. 


" Almag ro. ( Without.) Bear him along—bis ſtory | 


mult be falſe. ¶ Entering.) 
RoLLA (in Chains) brought in by Soldiers. 


Rol. Falſe! —Rolla; utter falſehood ES would 


I had thee in a deſert with thy troop around thee; 


---and I, but with my ſword in this unſhackled 


hand 1 Trumpets without.) | 
Alm. Is it to be credited that Rolla, the re- 


nown'd Peruvian hero---ſhou'd be detected like a 


ſpy, ſkulking thro” our camp ? 
Kol. Skulking! 


Alm. But anlwer to the General---he i 1s here. 


Enter 
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Enter PIZARRO. | 


— 


| Pix, What do I ſee! Rolla! 
Kol. O! to thy n no doubt. 


Piz. And bound too = 


Kol. So faſt, thou need l not fear approaching 


| me. 


. The guards 8 d him, paſſing our 
85 qui-poſt. | 
Pix. Releaſe him 10 ly.-- B. lic“ 1225 me, re- 

gret this inſult. | 
Rol. Vdu feel then as yon ought. | 


Pig. Nor can bio k to ce a warrior of Ra 


fame diſarm d Accept this, tao? it has been * 


enemy's. {Gives a ford The Spani: des know 


the courteſy that's due to valour. 


Rol. And the Peruvian, how to forget offence. 
Piz. May not Rolla and Piz. rro Ceaſe to be 


Rol. When the ſea divides us; yes! May I 


now depart ? 


. Freely. 

Kol. And ſhall I not again be in! elvis 5 | 

Piz. No !---let the word be e that Rolla 
pail freely. ” | 


if Enter 1 . Seldirs, with the EC mY 


Dav. Here are two ſoldiers, captived yeſterday, 


who have eſcap'd from the Peruvian hold,---and 
by the ſecret way we have fo long endeav oured to 


1 
iz. Silence, —imprudent bz -Seeft thou not 


| pointing to Rolla.) 


Dav. In their way, they found a Peruvian 
child, who ſeems 1 
„ 
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Piz. What i 15 the i imp to me Bid them tols 1 


it into the ſea. 
Rol. Gracious heaven !- it is Alonz0 5 child! fe 


give 1t to me. © | 
Pig. Ha! Alonzo's child Welcome, thou 


Pretty hoſtage. Now Alonzo is again my 82 


ner! 

Rol. Thou wilt not keep che infant from it's 
mother? 
Piz. Will 1 not L«Whet, when I ſhall meet 
Alonzo in the heat of the victorious fight 
tbink'ſt thou 1 ſhall not have a check upon the 


valour of his heart, when he is reminded that a 


word of mine 1s Es child's death? _ 
Rol. I do not underſtand vou. 5 


Piz. My vengeance has a long arrear of hate 


to ſettle with Alonzo !—and this picdge: may 
help to ſettle the account. 


Rol. Man! Man !—Art hos a man >—Could'ſt : 
thou hurt that innocent —Bÿ Heaven! it's ſmil- 


ing in thy face. 
Piz. Tell me, does it 5 Cora? 
Kol. Pizarro! thou haſt fer my heart on fire. 


If thou doſſt harm that child-- think not his blood. 


will fink into the barren ſand---No !- faithful 


to the eager hope that now trembles in this in- 
| dignant heart--}'twill riſe to the common God of > 


nature and humanity, and cry aloud for vengeance | 


on it's accurs'd deſtroyer's head. . 
Piz. Be that peril mine. 


Rol. (Throwing bimſelf at his feet). Behold me 
at thy feet Me, Rolla!---Me, the preſerver of 


thy life 1... Me, that have never yet bent or bow'd 
before created man !---In humble agony I ſue to 


you ·—proſtrate I implore you=---but ſpare that 


child, and 1 will be your ſlave. 
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Piz. Rolla ! Mill art thou free to ern oy | 
' remains with me. | 
Kol. Then was this ſword Heaven's gift, not 
' thine | (Seize: the Child)---Who moves one ſtep to 
follow me, dies Upon the ſpot. _ 
Exit, wwi/h the Child. 

"i Parte him ;nftant) y- bot ſpare his life. 
77 © Almagro and ſoldiers. ] With what fury 
be defends himſelf! - Ha l- he fells chem to the 
| l n 5 — | 


. ALMAGRO. 


Alm. Three of your brave ſoldiers are already 
Rims to your command to ſpare this madman's 
life. and if he once gains the thicket 

Piz. Spare him no longer. | Exit Al's] 
Their guns muſt reach him---he'll yet eſcape--- 
holloa to thoſe horſe---the Peruvian ſees them 
and now he turns among the rocks---then 
is his retreat cut off. | 


| (Rolla craſſes the wooden bridge over the cataratt, 
pPurſued by the fſoldiers-=-they fire at bim---a 
i | Joo ſtrikes him. Pizarro exclaims 
Piz. Now! quick! quick! ſeize the child 1 
{Rolla tears from the rock the tree which ſupports 


| the bridge, and retreats by the back ground, 
ing 27 the child. 5 | 


N enter Al MAckho. 


| Aim. By Hell! he has eſcaped and with 
the child unhurt. 

Dav. No- he bears LE death WA ER 
Believe me, I ſa him ſtruck upon the fide. 

Piz. But the child is ſav'd---Alonzo's child! 


Oh ! ! the furies of diſappointed ene a ; 
Alm. 


An. Away with the revenge of words -Aet us 
to deeds Forget not we have acquired the 
knowledge of the ſecret paſs, which thro* the 


rocky cavern's gloom brings you at once to the 


ſtrong hold, where are lodg'd their Woogie. and 
their treaſures. 


Piz. Right, Almagro ! Swift as thy thought 


A TRAGIC ku: 73 


draw forth a daring and a choſen band---I will 


not wait for numbers.---Stay, Almagro ! - Val- 


verde is informed Elvira dies to-day ? 

Val. He is---and one requeſt alone ſhe—— 

Piz. P11 hear of none. 

Val. The boon is ſmall---'tis but for the no- 
vitiate habit which you firſt beheld her in---ſhe 
wiſhes not to ſuffer in the gaudy trappings, which 
remind her of her ſhame. 


Pix. Well, do as thou wilt. but tell Valverde, A 


that at our return, as his life ſhall anſwer it, to 
let me hear that ſhe 1 is dead, e, Feen 


SCENE III. 
Araliba' 5 7 ent. 


Euter ATALIBA, follow'd by Cons and Acute! 


| Cora, Oh! Avoid me not, Araliba ! To whom, 
but to her King, is the wretched mother to addreſs 


— \ 


her griefs?--- The Gods refuſe to hear my prayers !- | 


Did | not my Alonzo fight for you ?---and will not 
my ſweet boy, if thou'lt but reſtore him to me, 
one day fight thy battles too? _ 


Ata. Oh ! my ſuffering love - my poor bean- 


broken Cora l- -you but wound our Sovereign's 
feeling ſoul, and not relieve thy own. 


Cora. Is he our Sovereign, and has he not the 


| Wer to give me back my child : ? 


. = Ata. 
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. When I reward deſert, or can | lflons my 
people, I feel what is the real glory of a King 


when I hear them ſuffer, and cannot aid them, 


I mourn the impotence of all mortal . 
Voices behind) Rolla ! Rolla !Rolla ! 


Euler ROLL A, bleeding, with the child, follow'd by 


_ Peruvian ſoldiers. 


Rol Thy child! (Gives the child into Cord 5 
arms, and falls.) 


© Cora, Oh God !---there's blood upon him! . 
Rol. Tis my blood, Cora! 

Alon. Rolla, thou dieſt „ 

4. Rol. For thee, and Cora.—( Dies.) 


Enter ORANo. 


"ol Treachery has revealed our aylumm i in the | 


rocks. Even now the foe affails the peaceful band 
retired for protection there. 


Alon. Loſe not a moment !---Swords be quick! 
| 1 wives and children cry to you Bear our 
lov'd hero's body in the van — Twill raiſe the 
fury of our men to madneſs,---Now, fell Pizarro ! 
the death of one of us is near !--- Away ! Be the 
word of aſſault, Revenge and Rolla !— [ Exeunt. 


(CHARGE.). 
SCENE IV. 


[4 romantic part of the Receſs among the "35" "Is 


(Alarms) Vomen are ſeen flying, purſued by the 
_ Spaniſh Soldiers.---The Peruvian Soldiers drive the 


275 back from the Fiela.---The Fi ight i is con- 
tinued on the Heights. 


Enter Piz aakno, ALMAGRO, Vanden; nd 
Spaniſh Soldiers. 
Pi. Well at. ſurrounded, we muſt periſh in 


the 


woculd « remain 
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the centre of them---Where do Rolla and Alonzo 
hide their heads! . 


Enter At.oNzo, Cans and Peruvians. 


tow Alonzo anſwers thee, and Alonzo' 8 ſword | 


ſhall ſpeak for Rolla. 
Piz. Thou know'ſt the advantage of thy num- 
bers. Thou dar'ſt not ſingly face Pizarro. 


Alon. Peruvians, ſtir not a man !—Be this con- 5 


teſt only our's. 

Pix. Spaniards !—obſerve ye the ſame. | 

(Charge) 

bs bt. Alonzo' O ſhield is broken, and he i is beat 
OWN. 

Piz. Now, egitor, to thy heart 

At this moment Elvira enters, habited as when Pi- 


zarro firſt bebeld ber.---Pizarro, appalled, flaggers 


| back.--- Alonzo renetos the Fight, and flays him. 


{ Loud ſhouts from the Peruvians. 5 


ATALIBA enters, and embraces ALONZO. 
Ata. My brave Alonzo ! 


Alm. Alonzo, we fubmir.---Spare us! we will 


embark, and leave the coaſt. 

Pal. Elvira will confeſs 1 fav'd her life ; ; ſhe has 

ſav'd thine. 

Alon. Fear not. - You are Sh ( Spaniards lay 
down their arms.) 

- F#Elv. Valverde ſpeaks the wth nor could he 
think to meet me here. An awful impulſe which 
my foul could not refiſt, impell'd me hither. _ 

Alon. Noble Elvira! my preſerver! How can 


r ſpeak what I, Ataliba, and his reſcued country, 


owe to thee ? It amid theſe panel innocents thou 


Elv. 
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1 Elv. 1 no !—the Acting of my future 
life is fix d. Humbled in penitence, I will en- 
deavour to atone the guilry errors, which, however 
- maſk'd by ſhallow cheerfulneſs, have long con- 
ſum'd my ſecret heart —When, by my ſufferings 
purified, and penitence ſincere, my ſoul ſhall dare 
addreſs the Throne of Mercy in behalf of others, 
Effor thee, Alonzo—for thee, Cora, and thy child 

= for thee, thou virtuous Monarch, and the inno- 
cent race you reign over, ſhall Elyira's prayers 
addreſs the God of Nature. + Valverde, you have 
© preſerved my life. Cheriſh humanity—avoid the 
. foul examples thou haſt view'd:---Spantards re- 
turning to your native home, affure your rulers, 
they miſtake the road to glory or to power. Tell 
them, that the purſuits of avarice, conqueſt, and 
ambition, neyer yet made a people happy, or 
a nation great.---(Cafts a look. of ogony on the dead 
. Pody of Pizarro as foe paſſes, and exit? | 


f 5 (Flouriſh of Trumpets.) 
[Watverdl,] Almagra, and Spaniſh Soldiers, exeunt, 


bearing off Pizarro's Body.---On a Jgnat from 
ado) fouriſh of Muſic. 


An. Ataliba! think not I wiſh to check the | 
voice of triumph---when I entreat we firſt may 
pay the tribute due to our lov'd Rolla's memory. 


A ſolemn March---Proceſſion of Peruvian Soldiers, 
bearing Rolla's Bedy on a Bier, ſurrounded by 

n ” Military Trophies. The Prieſts and Prieſteſſes 
1 A attending chaunt a Dirge over the Bier.--- Alonzo 
and Cora kneel ga either fide of it, and kiſs . 

| KRolla's hands in ſilent agony---In the looks of the 
«| „ King, and of all preſent, the Triumph of the Day 
| | 3 I, in mourning for their Hero. 


( The Curtain Nowly de Sends . 


EPILOGUE. 
WRITTEN BY THE HON. WILLIAM LAMB. 
SPOKEN BY MRS. JORDAN. . . 


RE yet Suſpenſe has til'd its throbbing Py: 
Or Melancholy wip'd the grateful tear, 

While e'en the miſeries of a ſinking State, 

A Monarch's danger, and a Nation's fate, 

Command not now your eyes with grief to flow, 

| Loſt in a trembling Mother's nearer woe; 

What moral lay ſhall Poetry rehearſe, . 

Or how ſhall Elocution pour the verſe | 
So ſweetly, that its muſic ſhall repay . 1 

. lov'd illuſion, which it drives away ? | 
Mine is the taſk, to rigid cuſtom due, PE, 
To me ungrateful, as tis harſh to you, = 

To mar the work the tragic ſcene has wrought, 

To rouſe the mind that broods in penſiye thought, 

To ſcare Reflection, which, in abſent dreams, 

Still lingers muſing on the recent themes; 

Attention, ere with contemplation tir d, 

To turn from all that pleas'd, from all that brd 

To weaken leſſons ſtrongly now impreſt, 

And chill the intereſt glowing in the breaſt 

Mine is the taſk,; and be it mine to ſpare 

The ſouls that pant, the griefs they ſee, to ſhare; 

Let me with no unhallow' d jeſt deride 

The ſigh, that ſweet Compaſſio ion owns with pride— 

The ſigh of Comfort, to Affliction dear, 

That &.indneſs heaves, and Virtus loves to hear. 
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EPILOGUE. 


Be en gay Th ita will not now refuſe 


This gentle homage to her Siſter-Muſe. 


O ye, who liiten to the plaintive ſtrain, 
With ſtrange enjoyment, and with rapturous pain, 
Who erſt have felt the Stranger's lone deſpair, 
And Hallers ſettled, ſad, remorſeful care, 
Does Rolle's pure affection leſs excite. 


The inexpreſſive anguiſh of delight? 


Do Gore's fears, which beat without control, 


With leſs ſolicitude engroſs the ſoul ? 


Ah, no! your minds with kindred zeal approve 
Maternal feeling, and heroic love. 


| You muſt approve ; where Man exiſts beer, 


In temperate climes, or midſt drear waſtes of ſnow, 


Or where the ſolar fires inceſſant flame, 
Thy laws, all-powerful Nature, are the ſame : 


Vainly the Sophiſt boaſts, he can explain 
The cauſes of thy univerſal reign— 

More vainly would his cold preſumptuous art 
Diſprove thy general empire o'er the heart: 
A voice proclaims thee, that we muſt believe, 
A voice, that ſurely ſpeaks not to deceive; 


That voice poor Cora heard, and cloſely preſt 


Her darling infant to her fearful breaſt : 
Diſtracted dar'd the bloody field to tread, 
And ſought Alonzo through the heaps of dead, 


_ Eager to catch the mulic of his breath, 


Though faltering in the agonies of death, 


To touch his lips, though pale and cold, once more, 


And claſp his boſom, though it ſtream'd with gore; 


That voice too Rolla heard, and, greatly brave, 
His ra 5 deareſt treaſure died to ſave, 
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EPILOGUE. 

Gave to the hopeleſs Parent's arms her child, 
Beheld her tranſports, and expiring ſmil'd. 
That voice ye hear Oh! be its will obey'd ! 
Tis Valour's impulſe and tis Virtue's aid— 
It prompts to all Benevolence admires, 

To all that heav'nly Piety inſpires, 8 
Jo all that Praiſe repeats through lengthen'd years, 
That Honour ſanRities, and Time reveres. 
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